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HEREWARD THE WAKE, 

"LAST OF THE ENGLISH." 
CHAPTER XXL 

HOW IVO TAILLEBOIS liARCHED OUT OF 

SPALDING TOWN. 

A FROtTD man wu Ivo Tullebois, as he rode next 
morning out of Spalding town, with hawk on fiat, 
honnd at heel, and a dozen men-at-arma at hia back^ 
who wonld, on due or undue cause shown, hunt men 
while he hunted gama 

An adventurer from Anjou, brutal, ignorant, and 
profligate — low-born, too (for his own men whispered, 
behind his back, that he was no more than his name 
hinted, a wood-cutter's son), he still had his deserts. 
Yaliant he was, cunning, and skilled in war. He and 
his troop of Angevine mttiera had fought like tigers 
by Wilham's side at Hastings; and he had been 
rewarded with many a manor, which had been Earl 
Algar's, and should now have been Earl Edwin's, or 
Morear'a, or, it may be, Hereward'a own. 

VOL. n. B M. T. w. 
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2 HOW IVO TAILtEBOK 

" A fat land and fair," Baid he to himself ; " and, 
after I have ha&ged & few more of these barbarianB, 
a peaceable fief enough to hand down to the lawful 
heirs of my body, if I had one. I must marry. 
Blessed Virgin ! this it is to serve and honour your 
gracious glory, aa I have always done according to 
my poor humility. Who ■would have thought that 
Ivo Taillebois would ever rise so high in life, as to be 
looking out for a wife — and that a lady, too)" 

Then thought he over the peerless beauties of the 
Lady Lucia, Edwin and Morcar's sister, almost aa fair 
as that hapless aunt of hers, Aldytha, King Harold's 
widow. Eddeva faira, Eddeva pulcra, stands her name 
in Domesday-book ; known, even to her Norman con- 
querors, as the Beauty of her time, as Godiva her 
mother had been before her. Scarcely less beautiful 
was Lncia, as Ivo had seen her at William's court, half 
captive and half guest : and he longed for her ; love 
her he could not "I have her father's lands," quoth 
he ; " what more reasonable than to have the daughter, 
too 1 And have her I will, unless the Mamzer, in his 
present merciful and political mood, makes a countess 
of her, and marries her up to some Norman coxcomb, 
with a long pedigree — invented the year before last 
If he does throw away his dai^hter on that Earl 
Edwin, in his fancy for petting and patting these 
savages into good humour, he is not likely to throw 
away Edwin's Bister on a Taillebois. Well, I must 
put a spoke in Edwin's wheel It will not be difficult 
to make him or Morcar, or both of them, traitoi^ once 
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MAHCHED OUT OP BPALDDTO TOWN. 3 

mora and for ever. We must hare a rebellios in these 
parts. I will talk about it to Gilbert of Ghent. We 
muet make theae eavages desperate, and William 
furious, or he will be soon giving them back their 
lands, beside asking them to Court: and then how 
are valiant knights like as, who have won England 
for him, to be paid for their tronblel No, no. We 
must have a fresh rebeUion, and a fresh confiscation, 
and then when English lasses are going cheap, perhaps 
the Lady Lucia may fall to my share." 

And Ivo TaiUebois kept his word; and without 
difficulty, for he had many to help him. To drive 
the English to desperation, and to get a pretext for 
seizing their laods, was the game which the Normans 
played, and but too well 

As be rode out of Spalding town, a man was being 
hanged on the gallows there permanently provided. 

That was so common a sight, that Ivo would not 
have stopped, had not a priest, who was comforting 
the criminal, run forward, and almost thrown himself 
under the horse's feet 

" Mercy, good my Lord, in the name of God and 
all His sainte." 

Ivo went to ride on. 

"Mercyl" and he laid hands on Ivo's bridle. "If 
he took a few pike out of your mere, remember that 
the mere was his, and his father's before him; and 
do not send a sorely tempted soul out of the world for 
a paltry fish." 

"And where am I to get fish for Lent, Sir Priest, 
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4 HOW IVO TAILLKBOIS 

if every rascal nets my waters, because his father did 
so before himl Take your hand off my bridle, or, 
par le splendeur Dex " (Ivo thought it fine to use King 
William's favourite oath), I "will hew it off" 

The prieat looted at him, with somediing of 
honest fierceness in his eyes ; and dropping the bridle, 
muttered to himself in Latin : " The blood-thirsty and 
deceitful man shall not live out hidf hia days. Never- 
theless my trust shall be in Thee, Lord." 

"What art muttering, beast) Go home to thy 
wife " (wife was by no means the word which Ivo 
used), " and make the most of her, before I rout out 
thee and thy fellow canons, and put in good monks 
from Normandy in the place of your drunken English 
flwine. Hai^ him ! " shouted he, as the bystanders 
fell on their knees before the tyrant, crouching in 
terror, every woman for her husband, every man for 
wife and daughter. " And hearken, you fen-frogs alL 
Whoso touches pike or eel, swimming or wading fowl, 
within these meres of mine without my leave, I will 
hang him as I hai^d this man; as I hanged four 
brothers in a row on Wrokesham bridge but last 
week," 

"Go to Wrokesham bridge, and see," shouted a 
shrill cracked voice from behind the crowd. 

All looked round ; and more than one of Ivo's men 
set up a yell, the hangman loudest of all. 

"That's he, the heron again! Catch him! Stop 
himl Shoot him I" 

But that was not so easy. As Ivo pushed his horse 
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MARCHED OOT OP SPALDDIQ TOWS. 5 

througli tha crowd, cureless of Trhom be crashed, he 
saw a long lean figure flying through the air seven 
feet aloft, his heels higher than his head, on the 
farther Bide of a deep broad ditch ; and on the nearer 
side of the same, one of his best men lying stark, with 
a cloven skulL 

"Go to Wrokesham!" shrieked the lean man, as 
he rose, and showed a ridiculously long nose, neck, 
and legs (a type still not uncommon in the fens), a 
quilted leather coat, a double-bladed axe slung over 
his shoulder by a thong, a round shield at his hack, 
and a pole three times as long as himself, which he 
draped after him, like an unwieldy tail 

" The heron, the heron !" shouted the English. 

" Follow him, men, heron or hawk ! " shouted Ivo, 
gallopmg his horse up to the ditch, and stopping 
short at fifteen feet of water. 

" Shoot, some one ! ^Vhera are the bows gone t" 

The heron was away two hundred yarda, running, 
in spite of his pole, at a wonderful pace, before a bow 
could be brought to hear. He seemed to expect an 
arrow, for he stopped, glanced his eye round, threw 
himself flat on his face, with hia shield, not over his 
body, but over his hare legs ; sprang up as the shaft 
stuck in the ground beside him ; ran on ; planted Ms 
pole in the next dyke, and flew over it 

In a few minutes he was beyond pursuit, and Ivo 
turned, breathless with rage, to ask who he was. 

"Alas, sir, he is the Tnnn who set free the four 
men at Wrokesham bridge last week." 
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6 HOW IVO TAILLEBOIS 

" Set free ! Are they not hanged and dead V 
" We — we dare not tell you. But he came upon 

"Single-handed, you cowards t" 

" Sir, he is not a man, but a witch or a devil He 
asked us what we did there. One of our men laughed 
at his long neck and legs, and called him Heron. 
'Heron I am,' says he, 'and strike like a heron, right 
at the eyes,' and with that he cuts the man over the 
face with his aze, and laid him dead, and then another 
and another." 

"Till you all ran away, villwna." 

"We gave back a step — no more. And he freed 
one of those four, and he again the rest ; and tiien 
they all set on us, and went to hang us in their own 
stead." 

" When there were ten of yon, I thought )" 

" Sir, as we told you, he is no mortal man, but a 
fiend," 

" Beasts, fools ! Well, I have hanged this one, at 
least I" growled Ivo, and then rode sullenly on. 

"Who is this fellowl" cried he to the trembling 
English. 

" Wulfric Baher, Wulfric the Heron, of Wrokesham, 
in Norfolk." 

" Aha I And I hold a manor of his," said Ivo to 
hiTniwIf " Look yon, villains, this fellow is in league 
with you." 

A burst of abject denial followed. "Since the 
French — since Sir Frederick, as they call him, drove 



UigniaOb, Google 



MABCHED OUT OF SPAIDINQ TOWN. 7 

him out o£ his WrokeBh&in lands, he wanders the 
country, as you see ; to-day here : but heavea only 
knows where he will be to-morrow." 

" And finds, of course, a friend everywhere. Now 
march 1" and a Bbring of iJireats and curses followed. 

It was hard to see why Wulfric should not have 
found friends; as he was simply a small holder, or 
squire, driven out of house and land, and turned 
adrift on the wide world, for the offence of having 
fought in Harold's army at the battle of Hastings. 
But to give him food or shelter was, in Normao eyes, 
an act of rebellion against the rightful King William ; 
and Ivo rode on, boiling over with righteous indig- 
nation, along the narrow drove which led toward 
Deeping. 

A pretty lass came along the drove, driving a few 
sheep before her, and spinning as she walked. 

"Whose lass are youl" shouted Iva 

"The Abbot's of Crowland, please yout lordship," 
said she, trembling. 

" Much too pretty to belong to monks. Chuck her 
up behind you, one of yon." 

The shrieking and struggling girl was mounted 
behind a horseman, and bound ; and Ivo rods on. 

A woman ran out of a turf-hut on the drove side, 
attracted by the girl's cries. It was her mother. 

" My lass ! Give me my lass, for the love of St 
Maxy and all saints 1" And she clung to Ivo's bridla 

He struck her down, and rode on over her. 

A man cutting aedgea in a punt in the lode along- 
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8 HOW IVO TAILLEBOrS 

dde, looked up at the girl's Bhrieks, and leapt on shore, 
Boythe in hand. 

"Father! father!" cried she. 

"I'll rid thee, laas, or die for it," siud he, as he 
sprang up the drove-dyke, and awept right and left at 
the horses' legs. 

The men recoiled. One horse went down, lamed 
for life ; another staggered backwards into the fartlier 
lode, and was drowned. But an arrow went through 
the brave serfs heart, and Ito rode on, cursing more 
bitterly than ever, and comforted himself by flying 
his hawks at a covey of partridges. 

Soon a group came along the drove which promised 
fresh Bport to the man-hunters : but as the foremost 
person came up, Ivo stopped in wonder at the shout 
of— 

"Ivo I Ivo Taillebois! Halt and have a care! 
The English are risen, and we are all dead men !" 

The words were spoken in I^nch ; and in French 
Ivo answered, laughing : 

"Thou art not a dead man yet it seems. Sir 
Robert ; art going on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, tiiat 
thoa comest in this fashion ? Or dost thou mean to 
return to Anjon as bare as thou earnest out of it V 

For Sir Robert had, like Edgar in Shakespeare's 
Lear, " reserved himself a blanket, else had they all 
been shamed." 

But very little more did either he, his lady, and his 
three children wear, as they trudged along the drove, 
in even poorer case than that 
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Bobert of Cooiiigsb; 
Wlio came out of NDrmandy, 
With his wife Tiffany, 
And his maid Monpas, 
And his dog Hardigns. 

" For the love of heaven and all chiTaliy, joke me 
no jokes, Sir Ivo : but give me and mine clothea and 
food. The barbarians rose on us last night — with 
Azer, the ruffian who owned my lands, at their head ; 
and drove us out into the night as we are, bidding us 
carry the news to you, for your turn would come next 
There are forty or more of them in West Deeping 
now, and coming eastward they say, to visit you, and 
what is more than all, Hereward is come again." 

"Hereward 1" cried Ivo, who knew that name full 
well 

Whereon Sir Eobert told him the terrible tragedy 
of Bourne. 

"Monnt the lady on a horse, and wrap her in my 
cloak. Get that dead villain's clothes for Sir Robert 
as we go back. Put your horaea' beads about and 
ride for Spalding," 

" What shall we do with the lass 1" 

" We cannot be burdened with the jade. She has 
cost us two good horses already. Leave her in the 
road, bound as she is, and let us see if St Guthlac her 
master will come and untie her" 

So they rode back. Coming from Deeping two 
hours after, Azer and his men found the girl on the 
road, dead. 

"Another count in the long score," quoth Azer. 
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10 HOW IVO TAILLEBOIS 

But when, in twx) hours more, they came to Spalding 
town, they found &I1 the folk upon the street, shout- 
ing and praiaing the host of heaven. There was not 
a Frenchman left in the town. 

For when Ivo returned home, ere yet Sir Bobert 
and his family were well clothed and fed, there galloped 
into Spalding from the nor^ Sir Ascelin, whilom 
of St. Valery, nephew and man of Thorold, would-be 
Abbot of Peterboroi^h, 

"Not bad news, I hope)" cried Ivo, as Ascelin 
clanked into the halL " We hare enough of our own. 
Here is all Keateven, as the barbarians call it, risen, 
and they are murdering us right and left." 

"Worse newa than that, Ivo Tailleboia" — "Sir," 
or "Sieur," Ascelin waa loth to call him, being him- 
self a man of family and fashion; and holding the 
nouveaux venus in deep contempt. "Worse newB 
iba,u that The North has risen ^ain, and proclaimed 
I^ince £(^ar King." 

" A king of words ! What care I, or you, as 
long as The Mamzer, God bless him, is a king of 
deeds T" 

"They have done their deeds, though, too. Gos- 
patric and Merlesweyn are back out of Scotland. 
They attacked Robert de Oonmies> at Durham, and 
burnt him in his own house. There waa but one of 
his men got out of Durham to tell the news. And 
now they have marched on York ; and all the chie^ 
they say, have joined them — Archill the Thane, and 
> Aaceator of the Comjna of Scotland. 
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MABCHED OUT OF BPAIDING TOTM. 11 

Edwin and Morcar, and Waltheof too, the young 
traitors." 

"Blessed Virgin!" cried Ivo, "then art indeed 
gracioua to thy moat umrorthy knight 1" 

"What do yoK meant" 

" You will see some day. Now, I will tell you but 
one word. When foola make hay, wise men build 
ricks. This rebellion — if it had not come of itself, I 
would have roused it We wanted it, to cure William 
of this just and benevolent policy of his, which would 
have ended in sending us back to France as poor as 
we left it. Now, what am I expected to do ) What 
says Gilbert o£ Ghent, the wise man of Lie — nio— 
what the pest do you call that outlandish place, which 
no civilised lips can pronounce )" 

" Lic-nic-«ole I" replied Ascelin, who, like the rest 
of the French, never could manage to say Lincoln. 
"He Bays, 'March to me, and with me to join the 
king at York' " 

" Then he says well These fat acres will be none 
the leaner, if I leave the English slaves to crop them 
for six months. Men ! arm and hoise Sir Bobert of 
Deeping. Then arm and horse yourselves. We march 
north in half-an-hour, bag and ba^pge, scrip and scrip- 
p^e. You are all bachelors, like me, and travel Hgbt 
So off with you 1 Sir Ascelin, you will eat and 
drink?" 

" That will L" 

"Quick, then, butler: and after that pack up the 
Englishman's plate^ihest, which we inherited by right 
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of fist — the only plate, and the only title-deeds I ever 



"Now, Sir Ascelin" — as the three knights, the 
lady, and the poor children ate their fastest — "listen 
to me. The art of war lies in this one nut-shell — to 
put the greatest number of men into one place at one 
time, and let all other places shift ; so striking swiftly, 
and striking heavily. That is the rule of our liege 
lord King William ; and by it he will conquer England, 
or the world, if he will ; and while he does that, he 
shall never say that Ivo Taillebois stayed at home to 
guard his own manors, while he could join his Mng, 
and win all the manors of England once and for all" 

" Pardex ! whatever men may say of thy lineage 
or thy virtues, they cannot deny this — that thou art 
& most wise and valiant captain." 

" That am I," quoth Taillebois, too much pleased 
with the praise to care about being tutoy^ by a 
younger man, "As for my lineage, my lord the king 
has a fellow-feeling for upstarts; and the woodman's 
grandson may very well serve the tanner's. Now, 
men ! is the htter ready for the lady and children 1 
I am sorry to rattle you about thus, madame : but war 
has no courtesies; and march I must" 

And so the French went out of Spalding town. 

" Don't be in a hurry to thank your saints !" shouted 
Ivo to his victims. " I shall be back this day three 
months ; and then you shall see a row of gibbets all 
the way from here to Deeping, and an Englishman 
hanging on every ona" 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

HOW HEREWARD SAILED FOB ENGLAND ONCE AND 
FOR ALL. 

So Herevard fought the Viscount of Fiokney, who 
had tiie usual luck which befell those who croesed 
swords with liitn ; and plotted meanwhile with Gyda 
and the Count«ss Jadith. Abbot Egelsin sent them 
news from King Sweyn in Denmark ; soon Judith and 
Tosti's two sons went themselves to Sweyn, and 
helped the plot and the fitting out of the armament. 
News they had from England in plenty, by messengers 
from Queen Matilda to the sister who was intr^uing 
to dethrone her husband, and by private measeagers 
from Durham and from York. 

Baldwin, the d6bonnaire marquis, had not lived to 
see this fruit of his long efforta to please everybody. 
He had gone to his rest the year before ; and now 
there ruled in Bruges his son, Baldwin the Good, 
"Count Palatine," as he styled himself, and his wife 
Bichilda, the Lady of Hainault 

They probably cared as little for the success of 
their sister Matilda, as they did for that of their sister 
Judith; and followed out — Baldwin at least — the 
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great marquis's plan of making Flanders a. reb%at for 
the fugitives of all the coimtrieB h>und. 

At least, if {as seems) Sweyn'e fleet made the 
coaat of Flandera its rendezvous and base of opera- 
dons against Kin g William, Baldwin offered no re- 
iistance. 

So the messengers came, and the plots went on. 
Great was the delight of Hereward and the ladies 
when they heard of the takii^ of Durham and York : 
but bitter their surprise and rage when they heard 
that Gospatric and the Confederates had proclaimed 
Edgar Atheling king. 

"Foolsl they will min all!" cried Gyda "Do 
they expect Sweyn Ulfsson, who never moved a 
flnger yet, unless he saw that it would pay him 
within the hour, to spend blood and treasure in 
putting that puppet boy upon the throne instead 
of himself 1" 

"Calm yourself, great Countess," said Hereward, 
with a smile. "The man who puts him on the throne 
will find it very easy to take him off again when he 
needs." 

"Pish I" said Gyda. "He must put him on the 
throne first And how will he do thatt Will the 
men of the Danelagh, much less the Northnmbrians 
south of Tyne, ever tally roond an AtheUng of 
Cerdic's house 1" 

"Those between Tyne and Forth will join him," 
said Hereward "They are Sazons like himself." 

"And who are they, that three-fourths of England 
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sbould be scorned for their sake t If their conains of 
Weseex, with my boys at their head, could not face 
this Frenchmen, hov wiU they t It is in my blood 
and my kin, in the Danehtgh and the Danes, that the 
strength of England lies: and not in a handful of 
Scotch earls, backed by a barbarian like Malcolm. 
If the boy E<^;ar be Goapatric's cousin, or Malcolm's 
brother-in-lav, what is that to England — or indeed t« 
themi The boy is a mere stalking-horse, behind 
-which each d iheae greedy chiefs expects to get back 
his own lands in the North; and if. tiiey can get 
them back by any other means, well and good. 
Mark my words, Sir Hereward, that cunning French- 
man will treat witii them one by one, and betray 
them one by one, till there is none left" 

How far Gyda was right, wiU be seen hereafter. 
But a less practised diplomat than the great Countess 
might have speculated reasonably on such an event 
The connection between the Scotch and English royalty 
was, at the moment, most harmful to England. But 
more harmful far would it have been, had the Danish 
invasion succeeded ; had England been parted, perhaps 
for ever, from the mling houses of Scotland; and 
become a mere appani^ of the Scandinavian kings. 

Then came darker news. As Ivo had foreseen, 
and as Ivo had done his best to bring about, Wilham 
dashed on York, and drove out the Confederates with 
terrible slaughter ; profaned the churches, plundered 
the town. Qospatric and the earls retreated to 
Durham ; the Atheling, more cautious, to Scotland. 
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Then came a etraoge etoiy, worthy of the grown 
children, who, in those old times, bore the hearte of 
boys witJi the ferocity and intellect of men. 

A great fog fell on the Frenchmen ae they struggled 
over the Durham moora. The doomed city was cloee 
braieath them ; they heard Wear roating in his wooded 
gm^a Bnt a darkness, as of E^ypt, lay upon them : 
"neither rose any from his place," 

Then the Frenchman cried: "This darkness is 
from St Cuthbert himaelt We have invaded his holy 
BoiL Who has not heard how none who offend SL 
Gathbert ever went unpimishedl how palsy, blind- 
ness, madness, fall on those who dare to violate his 
sanctuary V 

And the French turned and fled from before the 
face of St. Cuthbert; and William went down to 
Winchester angry and sad, and then went off to Glon- 
cestershire ; and hunted — for whatever befell, he still 
would himt — in the forest of Dean. 

And still Sweyn aad his Danes had not saUed; 
and Hereward w^ed to and fro in his honse, im- 
patiently, and bided his time. 

In July Baldwin died. Amou], the boy, was 
Count of Flanders, and Eichilda, his soroeiess-mother, 
niled the land in his name. She began to oppress 
the Flemings ; not those of French Flanders, round 
St Omer, but those of Flemish Flanders, toward the 
north. They threatened to send for Robert the 
Prison to ri^t them. 

Hereward was perplexed. He was Robert the 



UigniaOb, Google 



ONCE AND rOE ALL. 17 

Frison's friend, and old Boldier. Kichilda vas Tor- 
frida'a friend; bo was, Btill more, the bo^ Amoul; 
which partjr should he takel Neither if he could 
help it And he longed to be safe out of the land. 

And at last his time came. Martin Lightfoot ran 
in, breathless, to tell how the sails of a mighty fleet 
were visible from the Dunes. 

"Here!" cried Herewatd. "What are the foola 
doing down here, wandering into the very jaws of 
the wolf 1 How will they land here I They were to 
have gone straight to the Lincolnehire coast. God 
grant this mistake be not the first of dozens I" 

Hereward went into Torfrida's- bower. 

"This is an evil business. The Danes ate here, 
where they have no business, instead of being off 
Scheldtmouth, as I entreated them. But go we must^ 
or be for ever shamed. Mow, true wife, are you 
ready 3 Dare you leave home, and kin, and friends, 
once and for all, to go, you know not whither, 
with one who may be a gory corpse by this day 
week?" 

"I dare," said she. 

So they went down the Aa by night, with Tor- 
frida's mother, and the child, and all t^eir jewels, 
and all they had in the world. And their housecarles 
went with them, forty men, tried and trained, who 
had vowed to follow Hereward round the world. 
And there were two long ships ready, and twenty 
good mariners in each. So when the Danes made 
the South Foreland the next morning, they were 

VOL. IL C B. T. w. 
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aware of two gallant shipa bearing down on them, 
with a strange knot embroidered on their sails. 

A proud man was Hereward that day, as he sailed 
into the midst of the Danish fleet, and up to t^e 
royal ships, and shouted : 

" I am Hereward The Wake ; and I come to take 
service under my rightful lord, Sweyn king of Eng- 
land" 

"Come on board, then; well do we know you, 
and right glad we are to have The Wake with us." 

And Hereward laid his ship's bow upon the quarter 
of the royal ship (to lay alongside was impossible, for 
fear of breaking oars), and came on board. 

"And thou art Hereward t" asked a tall and noble 
warrior. 

" I am. And thou art Sweyn Ulfsaoo, the king 1" 

"I am Jarl Asbiom his brother." 

"Then, where is the king)" 

"He is in Denmark, and I command his fleet; 
and with me Canute and Harald, Sweyn's sons, and 
Jarla and Bishops enough for all England." 

This was spoken in a somewhat haughty tone, in 
answer to the look of surprise and disappointment 
which Hereward had, unawares, allowed to pass over 
his face. 

"Thou art better than none," said Hereward. 
" Now, hearken, Asbiom the Jarl Had Sweyn been 
here, I would have put my hand between his, and said 
in my own name, and that of all the men in Kesteven 
and the fens, Sweyn's men we are, to live and die ! 



, C.OO'jIc 



ONCE AND FOR AIL. 19 

But now, M it IB, I say, for me and them, thy men 
we are, to live and die, as loog aa thou art true to ua." 

"True to you I will be," said ABbiorn. 

"Be it BO," said Hereward. "True we shall be, 
whatever betide. Now, whither goes Jarl Aabiom, 
and all his ^eat meinie!" 

"We pQTpose to try Dover." 

"You will not take it. The FreQcbman has 
Btrengthened it with one of hia accnreed keeps, and 
without battering engines you may at before it a 
month." 

" What if I ask you to go in thither yourself, and 
try the mettle and the luck which, they say, never 
failed Hereward yet!" 

" I should say that it was a child's trick to throw 
away against a paltry stone wall the life of a man who 
was ready to raise for you in Lincolnshire and Cam- 
bridgeshire, five times as many men as yon will lose 
in taking Dover." 

"Hereward is right," said more than one JarL 
"We shall need bim in his own country." 

" If yon are wise, to that country you yourselves 
will ga It is ready to receive you. This is ready to 
oppose you. You are attacking the Frenchman at his 
Btroi^est point, instead of his weakest Did I not 
send again and again, entreating you to cross from 
Scheldtmoutb to the Wash, and send me word that I 
might come and raise the Fen-men for you, and then 
we would all go north together 1" 

" I have heard, ere now," said Asbiom, haughtily. 
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" that Hereward, though he be a valiant Vildiig, ia 
more fond of giving advice than of taking it" 

Herevard was about to answer very fiercely. If he 
had, no one would have thought any harm, in those 
plain-spoken times. But he was wise ; and restrained 
himself, remembering that Torfrida was there, all but 
alone, in the midst of a 6eet of savage men ; and that 
beside, he had a great deed to do, and must do it as 
he could. So ho answered — 

" Asbiom the Jarl has not, it seems, heard this of 
Hereward : that because he is accustomed to command, 
he is also accustomed to obey. What thou wilt do, 
do, and bid me do. He that quarrels with his captain, 
cuts his own throat and his fellows' too." 

"Wisely spoken !" said the Jails ; and Hereward 
went back to his ship, 

" Torfrida," said he bitterly, " the game is lost 
before it is begun." 

" God forbid, my beloved ! What words are these?" 

"Sweyn — fool that he is with his over-caution — 
always the same — has let the prize slip fi-om between 
his fingers. He has sent Asbiom instead of himself." 

" But why is that so terrible a mistake J" 

" We do not want a fleet of Vikings in England, 
to plunder the French and English alike. We want 
a king, a king, a king !" and Hereward stamped with 
raga And instead of a king, we have this Asbiom 
— all men know him — greedy, and false, and weak- 
headed. Here he is going to be beaten off at Dover ; 
and Uien, I suppose, at the next port ; and so forth, 
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till the whole season ia wasted, and the ahlps and men 
lost by driblets. Pray for us to God and His aaonte, 
Torfrida, yon who are nearer to heaven than I ; for 
we never needed it more." 

So Asbiom went in ; tried to take Dover ; and was 
beaten off with heavy loss. 

Then the Jarls bade him take Hereward's advice. 
But be would not 

So he went round the Foreland, and tried Sand- 
wich — as if, landing there, he would have been safe 
in marching on London, in the teeth of the 61ite of 
Normandy. 

But he was beaten off there, with more loss. Then, 
too late, he took Hereward's advice — or, rather, half 
of it — and sailed north; but only to commit more 
foUiea. 

He dared not enter the Thames. He would not 
go on to the Wash ; but he went into the Orwell, and 
attacked Ipswich, plundering right and left, instead 
of proclaiming King Sweyn, and calling the Danish 
folk around him. They naturally enough rose ; and, 
like vahant men, beat him off; while Hereward lay 
outside the river mouth, bis soul within him black 
with disappointment, rage, and shame. He would not 
go in. He would not %ht against hia own country- 
men. He would not help to turn the whole plMi into 
a marauding raid. And he told Jarl Asbiom so, so 
fiercely, that his life would have been in danger, bad 
not the force of his arm been as much feared as the 
force of his name was needed. 
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At last they came to Yannouth. ABbiom Tould 
needs land there, and try Norwich. 

Hereward vaa nigh, desperate ; but he hit npon a 
plan. Let Asbiom do ao, if he woulA He himself 
would sail round to the Wash, raise the Fen-men, 
and march eastward at their head through Norfolk 
to meet him. Asbiom himself could not refuse so 
rational a proposal All the Jarls and Bishops ap- 
proved loudly; and away Hereward went to the 
Wash, his heart well-nigh broke, foreseeing nothing 
bat evil 
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HOW HEREWASD GATHSRED AN ARUT. 

The voyage roimd the Norfolk coast was rough and 
wild. Torfrida waa ill ; the little girl was ill ; the 
poor old mother was so ill that she could not even say 
her prayers. Packed uncomfortably under the awning 
on the poop, Torfrida looked on from beneath it upon 
the rolling water-waste, with a heart full of gloomy 
forebodii^B, and a brain whirling witJi wild fancies. 
The wreaths of cloud were grey witches, hurrjing on 
with the ship to work her woe ; the low red storm- 
dawn was streaked with blood ; the water which 
gurgled all night under the lee was ahve with hoaree 
voices ; and again and again she started from fitful 
slumber to clasp the child closer to her, or look up fot 
comfort to the sturdy figure of her husband, aa he 
stood, like a tower of strength, ateerii^ and command- 
ing, the long night through. 

Yes ; on him she could depend On his court^e, 
on his skill And aa for his love, had she not that 
utterly ) and what more did woman need ) 

But she was going she scarce knew whither ; and 
she scarce knew for what. At least, on a fearful ad- 
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venture, which might have a fearful end. She looked 
at the fair child, and reproached herself for a moment ^ 
at the poor old mother, whining and mumbling, her 
soft southern heart quite hroken by the wild chill 
northern sea-breeze ; and reproaehed herself still 
mora But was it not her duty) Him she loved, 
and his she was ; and him she must follow, over sea 
and land, till death; and if possible, beyond death 
agfun for ever. For hig sake she would slave. For 
hia sake she would be strong. If ever there rose in 
her a home -sickness, a regret for leaving Flanders, 
and much more for that sunnier South where she was 
bom, he at least should never be saddened or weakened 
by one hint of her sadness and weakness. And so it 
befell that, by the time they made the coast, she had 
(as the old chronicler says) "altogether conquered all 
womanly softness." 

And yet she shuddered at the dreary mud-creek 
into which they ran their ships, at the dreary gats on 
which they landed shivering, swept over by the keen 
north-east wind. A lonely land; and within, she 
knew not what of dai^r, it might be of hideous 
death. 

But she would be strong : and when they were all 
landed, men, arms, ba^age, and had pitched the tents 
which the wise Hereward had brought with them, she 
rose up like a queen, and took her little one by the 
hand, and went among the men, and spoke : 

" Housecarles and mariners ! You are following a 
great captain, upon a great adventure. How great 
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he is you know as well as L I have given him myself, 
my wealth, and all I have ; and have followed him I 
know not whitlier, because I tniBt bi»n utterly. Men, 
trust him as I trust him, and follow him to the death." 

"That we will!" 

"And men, I am here among you, a weak woman, 
trying to be brave for his sake — and for yours. Be 
true to me, too, as I have been true to you. For your 
sake have I worked hard, day and night, for many a 
year. For you I have baked and brewed, and cooked, 
like any poor churrs wife. Is there a garment on 
your backs which my hands have not mended f la 
there a wound on your limbs which my hands have 
not salved) Oh, if Torfrida has been true to you, 
promise me this day that you will be true men to 
her and hers ; that if — which Heaven forbid — ai^t 
should befaU him and me, you will protect this my 
poor old mother, and this my child, who has grown 
up amongst you all — a lamb brought up within the 
lion's den. Look at her, men, and promise me, on 
the faith of valiant soldiers, ^at you will be lions on 
her behalf, if she shall ever need you. Promise me, 
that if you have but one more stroke left to strike on 
earth, you will strike it to defend the daughter of 
Here ward and Torfrida from cruelty and shame." 

The men answered with a shout which rolled along 
the fen, and startled the wild fowl up from far-ofT 
poola They crowded round their lady ; they Mssed 
her hands; they bent down and kissed their little 
playmate ; and swore — one by God and Hia apostles. 
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and tte next by Odin and Thor— that ahe should be 
a daughter to each and every one of them, as long as 
they could grip steel in hand. 

Then (says the chronicler) Hereward sent on spies, 
to see whether the Frenchmen were in the land, and 
how folks fared at Holbeach, Spalding, and Boum& 

The two young Siwards, as knowing the country 
and the folk, poshed forward, and with them Martin 
Lightfoot, to bring back news. 

Martin ran back all the way from Holbeach, the 
yery first day, with right good tidings. There was 
not a Frenchman in the town. Neither was there, 
they said, in Spalding. Ivo TaiUebois was still away 
at the wars, and long might he stay. 

So forward they marched, and everywhere the 
landafolk were tilling the ground in peace j and when 
they saw that stout array, they hurried out to meet 
the troops, and burdened them with food and ale, 
and all they needed. 

And at Holbeach, and at Spalding, Hereward spUt 
up the war-arrow, and sent it through Kostoven, and 
south into the Cambridge fens, calhng on all men to 
arm, and come to him at Bourne, in the name of 
Waltheof and Morcar the Earle. 

And at eveiy farm and town he blew the war-hom, 
and summoned every man who could bear arms to be 
ready, against the coming of the Danish host from 
Norwich. And so through all the fens came true 
what the wild fowl said upon the meres, that The 
Wake was come again. 



UigniaOb, Google 



HOW HEREWARD GATHEBED AN ABMT. 27 

And when he came to Bourne, all men were tilling 
in peace. The terror of The Wake had fallen on the 
Frenchmen ; and no man had dared to enter on his 
inheritance, or to set a French foot over the threshold 
of that ghastly hall, above the gable whereof still 
grinned the fifteen heads ; on the floor whereof still 
spread the dark stains of blood. 

Only Gery dwelt in a comer of the house, and 
with him Leofric, once a roystering housecarlo of 
Hereward's j^uth ; now a monk of Crowland, and a 
deacon, whom Lady Godiva had sent thither that he 
might take care of her poor. And there Gery and 
Leofric had kept house, and told sagas to each other 
over the beech-log fire night after night ; for all Leo- 
fric'a study was, says the Chronicler, " to gather to- 
gether for the edification of his hearers, all the acts of 
giants and warriors out of the fables of the ancients, 
or from faithful report ; and to commit them to writ- 
ing, that he might keep England in mind thereof' 
Which Leofric was afterwards ordained priest, prob- 
ably in Ely, by Bishop E^lwin of Durham ; and was 
Hereward's chaplain for many a year. 

Then Hereward, as he had promised, set fire to the 
three farms close to the Bruneswold ; and all his out- 
lawed friends, lurking in the Forest, knew by that 
signal that Hereward was come again. So they 
cleansed out the old house, though they did not take 
down the heads from off the gable ; and Torfrida 
went about the town, and about it, and confessed 
that England was after all a pleasant place enough. 
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And they were as happy, it may be, for a week or 
two, as ever they had been in their lives. 

"And now," said Torfrida, "while you see to yonr 
army, I must be doing ; for I am a lady now, and 
mistress of great estates. So I must be seeing to the 
poor." 

"Bat you cannot speak their tongua" 

"Can I not? Do you think that in the face of 
coming to England, and fighting here, and plotting 
here, and being, may be,, an Earl's Countess, I have 
not made Martin Lightfoot teach me your English 
tongue, till I can spe^ it as well as you 1 I kept 
that hidden as a surprise for you, that you might 
find out, when you most needed, how Torfrida loved 
yon." 

" As if I had not found out already ! Oh, woman, 
woman ! I verily believe that God made you alone, 
and left the devil to make us butchers of men." 

Meanwhile went round through all the fens, and 
north into the Bnmeawold, and away again to Lincoln 
and merry Sherwood, that The Wake was come again. 
And Gilbert of Ghent, keeping Lincoln Castle for the 
Conqueror, was perplexed in mind, and looked well 
to gates, and bars, and sentinels ; tor Hereward sent 
him at once a mess^e, that forasmuch as he had for- 
gotten his warning in Bruges street, and put a rascal 
cook into his mother's manors, he should ride Odic's 
horse on the highest ash in the Bruneswold 

On which Gilbert of Ghent, inquiring what Odin's 
horse might be, and finding it to signify the ash tree 
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whereoD, as sacred to Odin, thieres were hanged by 
Danes and Norse, made answer : 

That he Gilbert had not put his cook into Bourne, 
nor otherwise harmed Hereward or his. That Bonme 
had been seized by the king himself, together with 
Earl Morcar's lands in those parts, as all men knew. 
That the said cook so pleased the king with a dish of 
stewed eel-pout, which he served up to him at Cam- 
bridge, and which the king had never eaten before, 
that the king begged the said cook of him Gilbert and 
took him away; and that after, so he heard, the said 
cook had begged the said manor of Bourne of the king, 
without the knowledge or consent of him Gilbert 
That he therefore knew nought of the matter. That 
if Hereward meant to keep the king's peace, he might 
live in Bourne till Doomsday, for aught he Gilbert 
cared ; but that if he and ills men meant to break the 
king's peace, and attack Lincoln city, he Gilbert would 
naiL their skins to the door of Lincoln Cathedral, as 
they used to do by the heathen Danes in old time. 
And that, therefore, they now understood each other. 

At which Hereward laughed, and said, that they 
had done that for many a year. 

And now poured into Bourne from every side brave 
men and true, some great holders dispossessed of their 
land ; some the sons of holders who were not yet dis- 
possessed; some Morcar's men, some Edwin's, who 
had been turned out by the king ; and almost all of 
them, probably, blood relations of Hereward's or of 
King Harold's, or of each other. 
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To him came " Guenoch and Alutus Gurgan, fore- 
most in all valour and fortitude, tall and laige, and 
ready for work," and with them their three nephewa, 
Godwin Gille, "so called because he was not inferior 
to that Godwin Guthlacason who is preached much in 
the fables of the ancients," and "Douti and Outi the 
twins, alike in face and manners;" and Godric, the 
knight of Corby, nephew of the " Count of Warwick, 
and thus, probably Hereward's first cousin or nephew ; " 
and Tosti of Davenesse, his kinsman ; and Azer Yass, 
whose father had possessed Lincoln Tower ; and Leo- 
fwin Moue — that is, the sc3^he, so called, "because 
when he was mowing all alone, and twenty country 
folk set on him with pitchforks and jaTelins, he slew 
and wounded almost every one, sweeping his scythe 
among them as one that moweth;" and Wluncus the 
Blackface, so called because he once blackened his face 
with coal, and camo uninown among the enemy, and 
slew ten of them with one lance ; and "Turbertin a 
great grandson (1) of Earl Edwin ;" and Leofwin Prat 
(perhaps the ancestor of the ancient and honourable 
house of Pratt of Eyston), so called from his "Prset" 
or craft, "because he had often escaped cunningly 
when taken by the enemy, having more than once 
killed his keepers ;" and tiie steward of Drayton ; and 
Thurkill, and Utlamhe, i.e. the outlaw, Hereward's 
cook; and Oger, Hereward's kinsman; and "Winter 
and Liveret, two very famous ones ;" and Banald the 
Seneschal of Ramsey — " he was the standard bearer ;" 
and Wulfric the black and Wulfrio the white : and 
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Hi^ the Nonhan, a priest ; and Wulfard, Mb brother ; 
and ToGti and Godwin of Bothvell ; and Alain, and 
HurkiU ; and Hngh the Breton, who was Hereward'a 
chaplain; and Whiahaw, his brother, "a magnificent 
knight, which two came with him from Flanders ;" — 
and BO forth : — names merely, of whom naught is 
known, save, in a few cases, from Domesday-book, the 
manors which they held. But hononr to their veiy 
names. Honour to the last heroes of the old Ei^lisb 
race. 

These valiant gentlemen, with the honsecarles 
whom, more or fewer, they would bring with them, 
conatitated a formidable force, as after years proved 
well But having got his men, Hereward's first care 
was, doubtless, to teach them that art of war, of 
which they, like true Englishmen, knew nothing. 

The art of war has changed little, if at all, by 
the introduction of gunpowder. The campaigns of 
Hannibal and Ctesar succeeded by the same tactics as 
those of Frederic or Wellington ; and so, as far as we 
can judge, did those of the master-general of his age, 
William of Normandy. 

But of those tactics the English knew nothing. 
Their armies were httle moro than tnmultuons levies, 
in which men marched and fought under local leaders, 
often divided by local je^ousiea. The commissariats 
of Uie armies seem to have been so worthless, that 
they had to plunder friends as well as foes as they 
went along ; and with plunder came every sort of 
a when the Northern men, marclnng down to 
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meet Harold Godwinsson, and demand young Edwin 
as their Earl, laid waste, seeniingly out of mere brute 
wantomiess, the country round Northampton, which 
most have been in Edwin's earldom, or at least in 
that of his brother Morcar. And even the local 
leaders were not over-well obeyed. The reckless 
spirit of personal independence, especially among the 
Anglo-Danes, prevented anything like discipline, or 
oi^anised movement of masses; and made every battle 
degenerate into a confusion of single combats. 

But Hereward had learned that art of war, which 
enabled the French to crush piecemeal with inferior 
numbers, the vast but str^gling levies of the English. 
His men, mostly outlaws and homeless, kept together 
by the preBHure from without, and free from local 
jealousies, resembled rather an army of professional 
soldiers than a country posse comitatua. And to the 
discipline which he insMlled into them ; to his ability 
in marching and manceuvring troops ; to his care for 
their food and for their transport; possibly also to 
his training them in. that art of fighting on horseback 
in which the men of Wessex, if not the Anglo-Danes 
of the East, are said to have been quite unskilled, — in 
short, to all that he had learned as a mercenary under 
Robert the Frison, and among the highly civilised 
warriors of Flanders and Normandy, must be attri- 
buted the fact, that he and his little army defied for 
years the utmost efforts of the Frenchmen ; appearing 
and disappearing with such strai^e swiftness, and 
conquering against such strange odds, as enshronded 
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die guerilla captain in an atmosphere of myth and 
wonder, only to be accounted for, in the mind of French 
as well as English, by the supernatural couoseU of his 
sorceress wife. 

But Hereward grew anxious and more uudooa, as 
days and weeks went on, and yet there was no news 
of Asbiom and his Danes st NorwicL Time was 
precious. He had to march his httle army to the 
Wash, and then transport it by boats — no easy matter 
— to Lynn m Norfolk, as his nearest point of attack. 
And as the time went on, Earl Warren and BiUph 
de Guader would have gathered their forces between 
him and the Danes ; and a landing at Lynn might 
become impossible. Meanwhile there were bruite of 
great doings in the north of Lincolnshire. Young 
Earl Waltheof was Baid to be there, and Edgar the 
Atheling with him : but what it portended, no man 
knew. Morcar was said to hare raised the centre of 
Moicia, and to be near Stafford; Edwin to have raised 
the Welsh, and to be at Chester with Aldytha his 
sister. And Hereward sent spies along the Ermine 
Street — the only road, then, toward the north-west 
of England — and spies northward along the Boman 
road to Lincoln. But the former met the French in 
force near Nottingham, and came back much faster 
than thoy went And the latter stumbled on Gilbert 
of Ghent, riding out of Lincoln to Folkingham, and had 
to flee into the fens, and came back much slower than 
they went. 

At last news came. For into Bourne stalked 
VOL. IL D • H. I. w. 
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WalMc the Heron, vith axe, and bow, and leaping- 
pole on ahoulder ; and an evil tale he brought 

The Danes had been beaten utterly at NorwicL 
Ealph de Guader and his Frenchmen had fought like 
lions. They had killed many Danes in the assault on 
the castle. They had sallied out on them aa they re- 
coiled ; and driven them into the river, drowning many 
more. The Danes had gone down tlie Yare again, 
and out to sea nortJiward, no man knew whither. 
He, the Heron, prowling about the fenlanda of Nor- 
folk to pick off atragghng Frenchmen and look out 
for the Danes, had heard all the news from the lands- 
folk He had watched the Danish fleet along the shore 
as far as Blakeney. But when they came to the isle, 
they stood out to sea, right north-west He, the Heron, 
believed that they were gone for Humber Mouth. 

After a while, he had heard how Hereward was 
come again, and had sent round the war-arrow ; and 
it seemed to him that a landless man could be in no 
better company; wherefore he had taken boat, and 
come across the deep fen. And there he was, if they 
had need of him, 

" Need of you J" sdd Hereward, who had heard trf 
the deed at Wrokesham Bridga "Need of a hundred 
like you. But this is bitter news." 

And he went in to ask counsel of Torfrida, ready 
to weep with rage. He had disappointed — deceived 
his men. He had drawn them into a snare. He had 
promised that the Danes should coma How should 
he look them in the face 1 
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" Look them in the face t Do that at once ; now : 
without loBJng a. moment Call tliem together and 
tell them all. If their hearts are staunch, you may 
do great things without the traitor Earl If their 
hearts fail them, you would have done nothing with 
them worthy of yourself, had you had Norway as well 
as Denmark at your back At lea^t be true with 
them, as your only chance of keeping them true to 
you." 

"Wise, wise wife," said Hereward, and went out 
and called his band together, and told them every 
word, and all that had passed since he left Calais 
Straits. 

"And now I have deceived you, and entrapped 
you, and I have no right to be your captain more. 
He that will depart in peace, let Mm depart, before 
the Frenchmen close in on us on every aide and 
swallow us up at one mouthful" 

Not a man answered. 

"I say it again : He that will depart, let him 
depart" 

They stood thoughtful. 

Kanald of Ramsey drove the Wake-knot banner 
firm into the earth, tucked up his monk's frock, and 
threw his long axe over his shoulder, as if preparing 
for action. 

Winter spoke at last 

" If all go, iiere are two men here who stay, and 
fight by Hereward's side as long as there is a French- 
man left on English soil; for tJiey have sworn an 
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oath to Heayen and to St Peter, and that oath will 
they keep. What Ba]r yon, Gwenoch, knighted vith 
us at Peterborough V 

Gwenoch stepped to Hereward's side. 

"None shall go!" shouted a dozen voices. "With 
Hereward we will live and die. Let him lead us to 
Lincoln, to Nottingham — where he wilL We can save 
Ei^jland for ourselves without the help of Danes." 

"It is well for one at least of you, gentlemen, that 
you are in this pleasant mind," quoth Banald the 
monk. 

" Well for all of us, thon valiant purveyor of beef 
and beer." 

" Well for ono For the first man that had turned 
to go, I would have brained him with this axe." 

"And now, gallant gentlemen," said Hereward, 
"we must take new counsel, as om old has failed. 
Whither shall we go ) For stay here, eating up the 
country, we must not do." 

"They say that Waltheof is in Lindsey, raising the 
landsfolk. Let us go and join hiuL" 

" We can at least find what he means to do. There 
can be no better counsel. Let us march. Only we 
must keep clear of Lincoln as yeb I hear that Gilbert 
has a strong garrison there; and we are not stroi^ 
enough yet to force it," 

So they rode north, and up the Roman road toward 
Lincoln, sending out spies as they went; and soon they 
had news of Waltheof. News, too, that he was between 
them and Lincoln. 
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" Then the sooner we are with him, the better : for 
he will find himself in trouble ere long, if old Gilbert 
comes np with him. So run your best, footmen, for 
forward we moat get," 

And aa they came up the Roman road, they were 
aware of a great presa of men in front of them, and 
hard fighting toward. 

Some of the English would hare spurred forward 
at once. But Hereward held them back with loud 
reproaches. 

"Will you foi^et all I have told yon ia the first 
gMrmisb, like so many doga when they see a built 
Keep together for five minutes more. The pot will 
not be cool before we get our sap of it I verily be- 
heve that it is Waltheof : and that Gilbert has caught 
him already." 

As he apoke, one part of the combatants broke up, 
and fled right and left ; and a knight in full armour 
galloped furiously down the road right at them, fol- 
lowed by two or three more. 

"Here comes some one very valiant or very much 
afeturd," said Hereward, as the horseman rode right 
upon him, shouting : 

"I am the king!" 

"The Hngl" roared Hereward, and dropping his 
lance, spurred hia horse forward, kicking his feet clear 
of the stirrups. He caught the knight round the 
neck, dragged bi'in over his horse's taO, and fell with 
him to the ground. 

The armour clashed : the sparks flew from the old 
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grey Eoman flints ; and Hereward, tolling over once, 
rose, and knelt upon his prisoner. 

"William of Normandy ! yield or die !" 

The knight lay sdll and stark 

"Kide on I" cried Hereward from the ground 
" Bide at them and strike hard I You ^1 soon find 
ont which is which. This booty I must pick for my- 
aeli What are you doing 1" roared he, after hia 
knights. "Spread off the road, and keep your line, 
as I told you, and don't override each other I Curse 
the hot>-headod fools ! The French will scatter them 
like sparrows. Eim on, men-at-arms, to stop the 
French if we are broken. And don't forget Guisnes 
field and the horses' legs. Now, king, are you come 
to life yet)" 

" You have killed him," quoth Leofric the deacon, 
whom Hereward had beckoned to stop with him. 

"I hope not Lend me a knife. He is a much 
slighter man than I fancied," said Hereward, as they 
got hia helmet off. 

And when it was off, both started and stared. For 
they had uncovered, not the beetling brow, Itoman 
nose, and firm curved lip of the Ulysses of the middle 
age, but the face of a fair lad, with long straw-coloured 
hair, and soft blue eyes staring into vacancy. 

"Who are you^" shouted Hereward, saying very 
bad words, "who come here, aping the name of kingi" 

" Mother ! Christiha ! Margaret ! Waltheof 
Earl !" moaned the lad, raising his head and letting it 
fall again. 
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" It is the Athelicg ! " cried Leofric. 
Hereward roBe, and stood over the boy. 
" Ab ! what was I doing to handle him so tenderiyt 
I took him for The Mamzer, and thought of a king's 

lansom." 

" Do you call that tenderly t Yon have nigh pulled 
the boy's head off" 

"Would that I had! Ah!" went on Hereward, 
apoBtrophieing the unconscioua Atheling, "ah, that I 
had broken that white neck once and for all ! To 
have sent thee feet foremost to Winchester, to lie by 
thy grandfathers and grea^jrandfathers, and then to 
tell Norman William that he must fight it out hence- 
forth, not with a straw malkin like thee, which the 
very crows are not afraid to perch on, but with a 
cock of a very different hackle, Sweyn Ulfsson, King 
of Denmark." 

And Hereward drew Brtun-biter. 

" For mercy's sake ! you will not harm the lad 1" 

" If I were a wise man now, and hard-hearted as 

wise men should be, I should — I should " and he 

played the point of the aword backwards and fo^ 
wards, nearer and nearer to the lad's throat 

"Master! master!" cried Leofric, clinging to his 
knees; "by all the saints! What would Our Lady 
in Heaven say to such a deed}" 

"Well, I suppose you are right And I fear what 
our lady at home might aay likewise : and we must 
not do anything to vex her, you know. Well, let us 
do -it handsomely, if we must do it Get water some- 
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where, in his helmet No, you need not linger. I 
will not cut his throat before you come back" 

Leofric went off in search of water ; and Hereward 
knelt with the Atheling's head on his knee, and on 
his lip a eneer at all things in heaven and earth. To 
have that lad stand between him and all his pro- 
jects ; and to he forced, for honour's sake, to let him 
stand! 

Bat soon his men returned, seemingly in hi^ glee, 
and other knights with them. 

"Hey, lads!" said he, "I aimed at the falcon and 
shot the goose. Here is Edgar Atheling prisoner. 
Shall we put him to ranaomV 

"He has no money, and Malcolm of Scotland is 
much too wise to lend him any," said some one. And 
some more rough jokes passed. 

" Do you know, sirs, that he who hes there is your 
king !" asked a very tall and noble-looking kn^ht 

" That do we not," said Hereward sharply. 
" There ia no king in England this day, as far as I 
know. And there will be none north of the WatJing 
Street, till he he chosen in full hosting, and anointed 
at York, as well as at Winchester or London. We 
have had one king made for us in the last forty years, 
and we intend to make the next ourselves." 

" And who art thon, who talkest so bold of king- 
making t" 

" And who art thou, who askest so bold who I ami" 

"I am Waltheof Siwardsaon, the Earl, and yon is 
my army behind me." 
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" And I am Hereirard Leofricsfioii, the Wake, and 
yon is my army behind me." 

If the two champions had flown at eadi other's 
throats, and their anniea had followed their example, 
simply as doga fly at each oiier they know not why, 
no one would have been astonished in those unhappy 
times. 

But it fell not out upon that wise ; for Walliieof, 
leaping from Ms horse, pulled off Us helmet, and 
seizing Hereward by both hands, cried : 

" Blessed is the day which sees again in England 
Hereward, who has upheld throughout all lands and 
seas the honour of English chivalry !" 

"And blessed is the day in which Hereward meets 
the head of the house of Siward where he should be, 
at the head of his own men, in his own e^ldom. 
"When I saw my friend, thy brother Asbiom Bulax, 
brought into the camp at Diinsinane with all his 
wounds in front, I wept a young man's tears, and said, 
'There ends the glory of the "Wliite- Bears' houae!' 
But this day I say — The White-Bears' blood is risen 
from the grave in Waltheof Siwardsson, who with his 
single axe kept the gate of York against all the army 
of the French ; and who shall keep against them all 
England, if he will be as wise as he is brava" 

Was Hereward honest in his words ) Hardly so. 
He wi^ed to be honest. Aa he looked upon that 
magnificent young man, he hoped and trusted that his 
words were true. But he gave a second look at the 
face, and whispered to himself, "Weak, weak. He 
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will be led by priests : perhaps by William himself. 
I must be courteous : but confide I must not" 

The men stood round, and looked with admiratioii 
on the two most splendid Englishmen then alive. 
Hereward had taken off his helmet likewise, and the 
contrast between the two was as striking as the com- 
pleteness of each of them in his own style of beanty. 
It was the contrast between the slow-hound and the 
deer-hound : each alike high-couraged and high-bred ; 
bnt the former short, sturdy, cheeriul, and sagacious ; 
the latter tall, stately, melancholy, and not over wise 
withal 

Waltheof was a full head and shoulders taller than 
Hereward. He was one of the tallest men of his 
generation, and of a strength which would have been 
gigantic, but for the too great length of neck and 
limb, which made him loose and slow in body, as he 
was somewhat loose and slow in mind. An old man's 
child, although that old man was one of the old giants, 
. there was a vein of weakness in him, which showed 
in the arched eyebrow, the sleepy pale blue eye, the 
small soft mouth, the lazy voice, the narrow and lofty 
brain over a shallow brow. His face waa not that of 
a warrior, but of a saint in a painted window ; and to 
hia own place he went, and became a saint, in his due 
tima But that he could out-general William; that 
he could even manage Gospatric and his intrigues, 
Hereward expected as little, as that hia own nephews 
Edwin and Morcar could do it^ 

"I have to thank you, noble sir," said Waltheof, 
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Unguidly, "(or Bendiog your knights to onr rescne 
when ^e were really hard bestead — I fear much by 
our own fault. Had they told me whose men they 
were, I should not have spoken to you so roughly as 
I fear I did." 

" There ia no offence. Let Englishmen qieak their 
minds, as long as English land is above sea. But how 
did yon get into trouble, and with whoml" 

Waltheof told him how he was going round the 
country, raising forces in the name of the Atbehng, 
when, as they were straggling along the Boman road, 
Gilbert of Ghent had dashed out on them from a 
wood, cut their line in two, driven Waltheof one way, 
and the Atheling another ; so that the Atheling had 
only escaped by riding, as they Baw, for his life. 

" Well done, old Gilbert ! " laughed Hereward. 
"You most beware, my Lord Earl, how you venture 
within reach of that old bear's paw." 

"Bear) By-the-ty, Sir Hereward," asked Wal- 
theof, whose thoughts ran loosely right and left^ 
" they told me that you carried a white bear on your 
banner ; but I only see a knot" 

"Aht I have parted with my old bear, all save 
his skin; for keeping which, by-the-by, your house 
ought to have a blood-feud against me. I slew your 
great-uncle, or cousin, or some other kinsman, at 
Gilbert's house in Scotknd long ago ; and since then 
I sleep on his skin every night, and used to carry his 
picture in my banner all day." 

"Blood-feuds are solemn th ing "," eaid Wallheol^ 
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frowning. "Karl killed my grandfather Aldred at 
the battle of Settriiigton,.[uid his four sons are with 
the army at York now— — " 

" For the love of all saints and of England, do not 
think of avenging that ! Every man must now put 
away old grudges, and remember that he has but one 
foe, William and his Frenchmen." 

" Very nobly spoken. But those sons of Karl — and 
I think you siud you had killed a kinsman of mine t" 

"It was a bear, Lord Earl, a great white bear. 
Cannot you understand a jest t Or are you going to 
take up the quarrels of all white bears that are slain 
between here and Iceland 1 You will end by burning 
Crowland Minster then ; for there axe twelve of your 
kinsmen's skins there, which Canute gave forty years 
ago." 

"Bum Crowland Minster^ St. Guthlac and all 
s^nte forbid!" said Waltheof, crossing himself de- 
voutly. 

" Are you a monk-monger into the bai^ain, as well 
as a dolt t A bad prospect for us, if you are,'' said 
Hereward to himself. 

"Ah, my dear Lord King I" said Waltheof, "and 
you are recovering 1 " 

"Somewhat," said the lad, sitting np, "under the 
care of Has kind knight" 

"He is a monk, Sir Atheling, and not a knight," 
said Hereward. " Our fen men can wear a mail-shirt 
as easily as a frock, and handle a twybill aa neatly as 
a breviary." 



UigniaOb, Google 



HOW HEREWAKD ajLTHERED AN ARMY. 45 

- Wfllfcheof ahoob liia head. "It is contrary to the 
canons of Holy Church." 

"So are many things that are done in England just 
DOW. Need has no master. Kow, Sir Earl and Sir 
Atheling, what are you going to do V 

Neither of them, it seemed, very well knew. They 
would go to York if they could get there, and join 
Gospatric and Merlesweyn. And certainly it was the 
most reasonable thing to be done. 

"But if you mean to get to York, you must march 
after another fashion than this," said Hereward. "See, 
Sir Earl, why you were broken by Gilbert ; and why 
you will be broken again, if this order holds. If 
you march your men along one of these old Eoman 

streets By St Mary, these Bomans had mors 

wita than we ; for we have spoilt lie roads they left 
as, and never made a new one of our own " 

"They were heathens and enchanters," — and Wal- 
theof crossed himsell 

"And conquered the world. Well — if you march 
along one of these streets, you must ride aa I rode, 
when I came up to you. You must not let your 
knights go first, and your men-atranns straggle after 
in a taU a mile l<mg, like a scratch pack of hounds, all 
sizes except each others'. You must keep your foot- 
men on the high street ; and make your knights ride 
in two bodies, right and lefty upon the wold, to pro- 
tect their flanks and ba^^e." 

"Bat the knights will not; As gentlemen, they 
have a right to the best ground." 
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"Then they may go to whither they will go, 

if the French come upon them. If they are on the 
fianis, and you are attacked, then they can charge in 
right and left on the enemy's flank, while the footmen 
make a stand to cover the waggons." 

"Yes— that is very good; I believe that is your 
French fashion 1" 

"It is the fashion of common-sense, like all things 
which succeed." 

" But, yoQ see, the knights would not submit to ride 
in the mire." 

"Then yon must make thenL What else have 
they horses for, while honester men than they trudge 
on footV 

"Make them)" said Waltheof, with a shrug and a 
smile, "They are all free gentlemen, like ourselves." 

" And, like ourselves, will come to utter ruin, be- 
cause every one of them must needs go his own way." 

" I am glad," said Waltheof, as they rode along, 
" that you called this my earldom. I hold it to be 
mine of course, in right of my father ! but the lands- 
folk, you know, gave it to your nephew Morcar." 

" I care not to whom it is given. I care for the 
man who is on it, to raise these landafolk, and make 
them fight You are here : therefore you are EarL" 

" Yea, the powers that be are ordained by Giod." 

" You must not strun that text too far. Lord Earl ; 
for the only power that is, whom I see in England — 
worse luck for it — is William the Mamzer." 

" So I have often thought" 
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"You have I As I feared I" (To hiniBelf) "The 
pike will have you again, gut^on I" 

" He has with him the Holy Father at Eome, and 
therefore the Blessed Apoatle St Peter of couraa 
And — is a man right in the sight of Heaven, who 
resists tliem 1 I only say it — but where a man looks 
to the salvation of his own soul — he must needs think 
thereof seriously at least" 

" Oh, are you at thati" thought Hereward. "Tout 
est perdu. The question is. Earl," said he aloud, 
"simply this. How many men can you raise off this 
slure)" 

"I have raised — not so many as I could wish. 
Harold and Edith's men have joined me fairly well : 
but your nephew, Morcar's " 

" I can command them. I have half of them here 
ab^ady." 

" Then — then we may raise the rest 1" 

" That depends, my Lord Earl, for whom we fight ! " 

"For whoml — I do not understand." 

"Whether we fight for that lad— Child Edgar— or 
for Sweyn of Denmark, the rightful king of England." 

"Sweyn of Denmark! Who should be the right- 
ful king, but the heir of the blessed St Edward )" 

" Blessed old fool ! He has done harm to us 
enough on earth, without leaving us hia second-cousin's 
aunt's malkins to harm us after he is in Heaven." 

" Sir Hereward, Sir Hereward, I fear thou art not 
as good a Christian as so good a knight should be." 

" Christian or not, I am as good a one as my neigh- 
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boiir& I am L«ofnc's son. Leofric pat HartliacEUinte 
OQ the throne; and your father, -who was a man, 
helped him. You know what has befallen England, 
since we Dauea left the Banish stock at Godwin's 
biddii^, and put onr necks under the yoke of Weasex 
monks and monk -mongers. You may follow your 
father's track, or not, as you like. I shall follow my 
father's, and fight for Sweyn TTlffson, and no man else." 

"And I," said Waltheo^ "shaU follow the anointed 
of the Lord." 

"The anointed of Gospatric and two or three boys!" 
said Hereward. "Knights I Tom your horses' heads. 
Right about face alii We ate going back to the 
Bruneswold, to live and die free Danes." 

And to Waltheof 3 astonishment, who had never 
before seen discipline, the knights wheeled round ; the 
men-at-arms followed them; and Waltheof and the 
Atheling were left to tbemselves on Lincoln Heath. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

HOW ARCHBISHOP ALDRED DIED OF BORROW. 

In the tragedies of the next few tnonthe Kereward 
took no part ; but they must be looked at near, in 
order to understand aoraewhat of the men who were 
afterwards mixed up with him for weal and woe. 

When William went back to the South, the con- 
federates, Child Edgar the Atheling, Gospatric, and 
their friend's, had come south again from Durham. 
It was undignified ; a confession of weakness. If a 
Frenchman had likened them to mice coming out 
when the cat went aw^y, none could blame him. But 
so they did; and Asbiom and his Danes, landing in 
Humber-mouth, "were met (says the Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicle) by Child Edgar and Earl Waltheof and 
Merleawoyn, and Earl Gospatric with the men of 
Northumberland, riding and marching joyfully with 
an immense army ;" not having the spirit of prophecy, 
or foreseeing those things which were coming on the 
earth. 

To them repaired Edwin and Morcar, the two 
young Earls; Arkill and Karl, "the great Thanes;" 
or at least the four sons of Karl — ^for accounts differ; 

VOL. u. B B. T. *. 
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and what few else of the Dorthem oobility Tosti had 
left unmiirdered. 

The men of Northumberland received the Damea 
with open anna. They would besiege York. They 
would storm the new French Keep. They would 
proclaim Edgar king at York. 

In that Keep aat two men, one -of whom knew his 
own mind, the other did not. One was William 
Maleti knight, one of the heroes of Hastings, a noble 
Norman, and chatelain of York Castle. The o^ier 
was Archbishop Aldred. 

Aldred seems to have been a man like too many 
more — pious, and virtuous, and harmless enough, and 
not without worldly prudence : but his prudence was 
of that sort which will surely swim with the stream, 
and "honour the powers that be," if they be but 
prosperous enough. For after all, if snccesa be not 
God, it is like enough to Him in some men's eyes to do 
instead. So Archbishop Aldred had crowned Harold 
Godwinsson, when Harold's star was in the ascend- 
ant.^ And who but Archbishop Aldiod should 
crown William, when his star had cast Harold's down 
from heaven 1 He would have crowned Satanas him- 
self, had he only proved" himself king do facto — 
as he asserts himself to be de jure — of this wicked 
world. 

So Aldred, who had not only crowned William, 
but supported his power north of Humber by all 

■ So BajB Florence of WoKester. The Nonnin ehrouidera 
impnt« th« act to Stigand. 
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means lawful, eat in York Keep, and looked at 
William Malet, wondering what he would do. 

Malet would hold out to the last As for the new 
Keep, it was surely impregnable. The old walls — 
the Eoman walls on which had floated the flag of 
Constantine the Great — were surely strong enough to 
keep out men without battering-rams, balistas, or 
artillery^ of any kind. What mattered Asbiom's two 
hundred and forty ships, and their crews of some ten 
or flf teen thousand men 1 What mattered the tens of 
thousands of Northern men, with Gospatric at their 
head t Let them rage and rob round the walls. A 
messenger had galloped in from William in the Forest 
of Dean, to tell Malet to hold out to the last He 
had galloped out again, bearing for answer, that the 
Normans could hold York for a year. 

But the Archbishop's heart misgave him, as from 
north and south at once came up the dark masses of 
two mighty armies, broke into columns, and surged 
against every gate of the city at the same time. They 
had no battering train to breach the ancient walls : 
but they had — and none knew it better than Ajdred — 
hundreds of friends inside, who would throw open to 
them the gates. 

One gate he could command from the Castle tower. 
His face turned pale as he saw a mob of armed towns- 
men rushing down the street towards it; a furious 
scuffle with the Frendi guards; and then, through 

' ArtiUei? is Itere used in its old English meamng, for anj 
kind of mtrlike engine. CC 1 Samuel zx. 40. 
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the gateway, the open champaign beyond, and a 
Reaming wave of axes, helms, and spears, pouring in, 
and up the street 

"The traitors!" he almost shrieked, as he tamed 
and ran down the ladder to tell Malet below. 

Malet was firm, but pale as Aldred. 

"We must fight to the last^" said he, as he hurried 
down, commanding his men to sally at once en masse 
and clear the city. 

The mistake was fatal The French were entangled 
in tiie narrow streets. The houses, shnt to them, 
were opened to the Enghsh and Danes; and, over- 
whelmed from above, as well as in front, the greater 
part of the French garrison perished in the first fight 
The remnant were shnt np in the Cast^a The Danes 
and EngUsh seized the houses round, and shot from 
the windows at every loophole and embrasure where 
a Frenchmen showed himsell 

"Shoot fire upon the houses!" stud Malet 

"You will not bum YorkT Oh, God ! is it come 
to this?" 

"And why not York town, or York Minster, or 
Borne itself with the Pope inside it, rather than yield 
to barbarians 1" 

Archbishop Aldred went into his room, and lay 
down on his bed. Outside was the roar of the battle; 
and soon, louder and louder, the roar of fiama This 
was the end of his timeserving and king-making. 
And he said many prayers, and beat his breast ; and 
then called to bis chaplain for clothes, for he was very 
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cold. "I have sl^n roy own sheep," he moaned, 
"slaia laj own sheep !" 

His chapl&ia hapt him up in bed, and looked out 
of the window at the fight. There was no lull, neither 
was there any great advantage on either side. Only 
from the southward he could see fresh bodies of Danes 
coming across the plain. 

"The carcase is here, and the eagles are gathered 
together. Fetch me the Holy Sacrament, chaplain, 
and God be merciful to an unfaithful shepherd." 

The chaplain went 

"I have slain my own sheep," moaned the Arch- 
bishopi " I have given them up to the wolves— given 
mine own Minster, and all the treasures of the Sainta, 
and—and — I am very cold." 

When the chaplain came back with the blessed 
Sacrament, Archbishop Aldred was more than c<dd ; 
for he was already dead and stiC But William Malet 
would not yield He and his Frenchmen fought day 
after day, with the energy of despair. They asked 
leave to put forth the body of the Archloshop ; and 
young Waltheof, who was a pious man, insisted that 
leave should be given. 

So the Archbishop's coffin was thrust forth (rf the 
castle-gate, and the monks from the abbey came and 
bore it away, and baried it in the cathedral-charch. 

And then the fight went on, day after day ; and 
more honses burned, till York was all aflame. On 
the ei^th day the Minster was in a light low over 
ArcfaloBhop Aldred'a new-made grara All was bomt; 
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Minster, Churches, old Roman palaces, and all tlie 
glories of Constantino the Great and the mythic past 

The besiegers, hewing &nd hammering gate after 
gate, had now won all but the Keep itseli Then 
Malet'a heart failed hinL A wife he had, and children; 
for their sake he turned coward ; and fled by night, 
with a few men-at-arms, across the burning ruins. 

Then, into what once was York, tJie confederate 
Earls and Thanes marched in triumph, and proclaimed 
£dgar kii^ — a king of dost and ashes. 

And where were Edwin and Morcar the mean- 
while 1 It is not told. Were they struggling against 
William at Stafford, or helping Edric the Wild and 
his Welshmen to besiege Chester? Probably ihey 
were aiding the insurrection, if not at these two 
points, still at some other of their great Earldoms of 
Mercia and Chester. They seemed to triumph for a 
while : daring the autumn of 1069 the- greater part 
of England seemed lost to William. Many Normans 
packed up their plunder and went back to France ; 
and those whose hearts were too stout to return 
showed no mercy to the English, even as William 
showed none. To crush the heart of the people, by 
massacres, and mutilations, and devastationa, was Uie 
only hope of the invader ; and thoroughly he did his 
work whenever he had a chance. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

HOW HEREWABD POUND A WISES MAN IN ENGLAND 
THANHIUSELF. 

There have been certain men so great, thst he who 
deacribes them in words — much more pretends to 
analyse their inmost feelings — must be a very great 
man himself, or incur the accusation of presumption. 
And such a great man was William of Normandy, — 
one of those unfathomable master personages, who 
must not be rashly dragged on any stage. The 
genius of a Bulwer, in attempting to draw him, took 
care with a wise modesty, not to draw him in too 
much detail : to confess always, that there was much 
beneath and behind in William's character, which none, 
even of his contemporaries, could guess. And still 
more modest than Bulwer is this chronicler bound 
to be. 

But one may fancy, for once in a way, what 
William's thoughts were, when they brought him the 
evil news of York. For we know what his acta were ; 
and he acted up to his thoughts. 

Himting he was, they say, in the Forest of Dean, 
when first he heard that all England, north of the 
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Watling Street, had broken loose, and that he ttos 
king of only half the isla 

Did he — as when, hunting in the Forest of Eouen, 
ho got the news of Harold's coronation — play with his 
bow, stringing and unstringing it nervously, till he 
had made up his mighty mindt Then did he go 
home to his lodge, and there spread on the rough oak 
board a parchment map of England, which no child 
would deign to learn from now, but was then good 
enough to guide armies to victory, because the eyes 
of a great general looked npon it 1 

As he pored over the map, by the hght of a bog- 
deal torch or rush candle, wliat would he see upon 
it^ 

Three separate blazes of insurrection, from north- 
west to east, along tlie Watling Street. 

At Chester, Edric, " the wild Thane," who, accord- 
ing to Domeaday-book, had lost vast lands in Shrop- 
shire ; Algitha, Harold's widow ; and Blethwallon 
and all his Welsh; "the white mantles" swMining 
along Chester streets, not as usuaUy, to tear and 
raTage like the wild cats of their own rocks, but fast 
friends by blood with Aldytha, once their queen on 
Penmaenmawr.^ Edwin, the yonng Earl, Algitha's 
brother, Hereward's nephew — he must be with them 
too if he were a man. , 

Eastward, round Stafford, and the centre of Mercia, 
another blaze of furious English valour. Morcar, 
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Edwin's broUier, must be there, as Aeir Earl, if he 
too was a man. 

Then m the fens and Kesteven. What meant this 
news, that Herewajd of St. Omer vaa come agam, and 
an anay with him t That he was levying war on all 
Frenchmen, in the name of Sweyn, King of Denmark 
and of England 1 Ho is an outlaw, a desperado, a 
hoastful awaah-bucUer, thought WiUiam, it may be, 
to himsell He found out, in after years, that he had 
mistaken his man. 

And north, at York, in the rear of those three in- 
surrections, lay Gospatric, Waltheof, and Merlesweyn, 
with the Northumbrian host Durham was lost, and 
Comyn burnt therein. But York, so boasted William 
Malet, could bold out for a year. He should nob need 
to hold out for so long. 

And last, and worst of all, hung on the eastern 
coast the mighty fleet of Sweyn, who claimed England 
as his of right The foe whom he had most feared 
ever since he set foot on English soil, a collision with 
whom had been inevitable all along, was come at last : 
but where would he strike his blow 1 

William knew, doubt it not, that the Danes had 
been defeated at Norwich : he knew, doubt it not, for 
his spies told him everything, that they had purposed 
entering the Wash. To prevent a junction between 
them and Hereward was impossible. He must 
prevent a junction between them and Edwin and 
Morcar. 

He determined, it seems — for he did it — to cut the 
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English line in two, and marched npon Stafford as its 
centre. 

But all records of these campaigns are fragmentary, 
confused, contradictory. The Normans foa^t, and 
had no time to write history. The English, beaten 
and crushed, died and left no sign. The only chroni- 
clers of the time are monks. And little could Orde- 
ricus Vitalis, or Florence of Worcester, or he of 
Peterborough, faithful as he was, who filled up the 
sad pages of the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle — httle could 
they see or understand of the masterly strategy which 
was conquering all England for Norman monks, in 
order that they, following the army like black ravens, 
might feast themselves upon the prey which others 
won for thenL To them, the death of an abbot, 
the squabbles of a monastery, the journey of a pre- 
late to Rome, are more important than the man- 
osnvres which decided the life and freedom of tens of 
thousands. 

So all we know is, that WUliam fell upon Morcar's 
men at Stafford, and smote them with a great destruc- 
tion; roUing the fugitives west and east, toward 
Edwin, perhaps, at Cheater, certainly toward Here- 
ward in the fens. 

At Stafford met him the fugitives from Yorit, 
Malet, hia wife, and children, with the dreadful news 
that the Danes had joined Gospatric, and that York 
was lost. 

William burst into fiendish fury. He accused the 
wretched men of treason. He cut off their hands. 
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thnwt OHt their eyes ; threw Malet into prison, and 
atonned on northward. 

He lay at Pontefract for three weeks. The 
bridges over the Aire were broken down. But at 
last he crossed and marched on York. 

No man opposed him. The Danes were gone 
down to the Humber. Gospatric and Waltheof's 
hearts had failed them ; and they had retired before 
the great captain. 

Florence of Worcester says that William bought 
Earl Asbiom off, giving him mnch money, and leave 
to forage for his fleet along the coast 

Doubtless WiUiam would have ho done if he could. 
Doubtless the angry and disappointed English raised 
such accusations against the Earl, beUeving them to 
be true. Bat is not this simpler cause of Aabiom's 
conduct to be found in the plain facte) — That he had 
sailed from Denmark to put Sweyn, his brother, on 
the throne. He found on his arrival that Gospatric 
and Waltheof had seized it in the name of Edgar 
Atheling. What had he to do more in England, save 
what he did ! — go out into the Humber, and winter 
safely there, waiting till Sweyn should come with 
reinforcements in the spring ) 

Then William had his revenge ; he destroyed in the 
language of Scripture, "the life of the land" Far 
and widp the farms were burnt over their owners' 
heads, the growing crops upon Uie ground ; the horses 
were houghed, the cattle driven off; while of human 
death and misery there was no end. Yorkshire and 
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macfa of the neighbouring counties lay waste for the 
next nine years. It did not recover itself fully till 
several generationa after. 

The Danes had boasted that they would keep their 
Yule at York. WUiiam kept his Yule there instead. 
He sent to Winchester for the regalia of the Confessor ; 
and in the midst of the blackened ruins, while the 
English for miles around wandered starving in the 
snows, feeding on carrion, on rats and mice, and at 
last upon each other's corpses, he sat in his royal robes, 
and gave away the lands of Edwin and Morcar to his 
liegemen. And thus, like the Komans, from whom 
he derived both his strategy and his civilisation, he 
"made a solitude, and called it peaca" 

He did not give away Waltheof'a lands; and only 
part of Gospatrio's. He wanted Gospatric ; he loved 
Waltheof, and wanted him likewise. 

Therefore through the desert which he himself had 
made he forced his way up to the Tees a second time, 
over snowHxivered moors ; and this time St Cuthbert 
sent no fog, being satisfied presumably with William's 
orthodox attachment to St Peter and Eome ; so the 
Conqueror treated quietly with Waltheof and Gos- 
patric, who lay at Durham, 

Gospatric got an earldom, from Tees to Tyne ; and 
paid down for it much hard money and treasure ; — 
■ bought it, in fact, he said. 

Waltheof got back his earldom, and much of Mor- 
car'a. From the fens to the Tees, was to be his j»ro- 
vince. 
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And then, to the Bstoniehment alike of Normans 
and EngliBh, and it may be, of himBelf, he married 
Judith, the Conqueror's niece ; and became once more 
William's loved and trusted friend — or slave. 

It seems inexplicable at first eight Inexplicable, 
save as an inBtance of that fascination which the 
strong sometimes exercise over the weak. 

Then William turned south -west Edwin, wild 
Edric the dispossessed Thane of ShropBhire, and the 
wilder Blethwallon and his Welshmen, were still 
barrying and slaying. They had just attacked Shrews- 
bury. William would come upon them by a way 
they thought not of. 

So over the backbone of England; by way probably 
of Halifaz, or Huddersfield; through pathless moors 
and bi^js, down towards the plains of Lancashire and 
Cheshire, he pushed over and oa His soldiers from 
the plains of snnny France could not face the cold, 
the rain, the morasses, the hideous gorges, the valiant 
peasants — still the finest and shrewdest race of men 
in all England — who set upon them in wooded glens, 
or rolled stones on them from the limestone crags. 
They prayed to be dismissed, to go home. 

"Cowards might go back," said WiUiam; "he 
should go on," If he could not ride, he would walk. 
Whoever lagged, he would be foremost. And cheered 
by his example, the army at last debouched upon the 
Cheshire flats. 

Then he fell upon Edwin, as he had fallen upon 
Morcar. He drove the wild Welsh through the pass 
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of Mold, and up into their native hills. He laid all 
waste witli fire and aword for many a mile, as Domes- 
day-book testifies to this day. He strengthened the 
walls of Chester; trampled out the last embers of 
rebellion ; and went down soiith to Saiisbuiy, King 
of England once again. 

Why did he not push on at once against the one 
rebellion left alight, that of Hereward and hia fen-menT 

It may be that he understood him and them. It 
may be that he meant to treat with Sweyn, as he had 
done, if the story be true, with Aj^biom. It is more 
likely that he could do no more ; that his army, after 
so swift and long a campaign, required rest It may 
be that the time of service of many of his mercenaries 
was expired. Be that as it may, he mustered them 
at Old Sarum — the Boman British burgh which still 
stands on the down aide — and rewarded them, accord- 
ing to their deserta, from the lands of the conquered 



How soon Hereward knew all this, or how he 
passed the winter of 1070-71, we cannot telL But to 
him it must have been a winter of bitter perplexity. 

It was impossible to get information from Edwin ; 
and news from York was almost impossible to get; 
for Gilbert of Ghent stood between him and it 

He felt himself now pent in, all but trapped. 
Since he had set foot last in Ei^land ugly thit^ 
had risen up, on which he had calculated too little, 
namely Norman castles. A whole ring of them in 
Norfolk and Suffolk cut him off from the soutL A 
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castle at Cambridge cloaed the Boutb end of the fens ; 
another at Bedford, the western end ; while Lincoln 
GasUe to the north cut him off from York. 

His men did not see the difBculty ; and wanted 
Tiitn to march towards York, and dear all Lindsay 
and right up to the Humber. 

Gladly would he have done ao, when he beard 
that the Danes were wintering in the Hnmber. 

"But how can we take Lincoln Castle without 
artillery, or even a battering ram 1" 

"Let UB march past it, then, and leave it behind." 

"Ah, my sons," said Hereward laughing sadly, 
" do you suppose that The Mamzer spends his time — 
and Englishmen's life and labour — in heaping up 
those groat stone mountains, that you and I may walk 
past them? They are put there just, to prevent our 
walking past, unless we choose to have the garrison 
sallying out to attack our rear, and cut us off from 
home, and carry off our women into the haigain, 
when our backs are turned." 

The English swore, and declared that they had 
never thought of that 

" No. We drink too much ale on this side of the 
Channel, to think of that— or of anything beside." 

" But," said Leofwin Prat, " if we have no artillery, 
we can make soma" 

"Spoken like yourself, good comrade. If we only 
knew how." 

"I know," said Torfrida. "I have read of such 
things in books of the ancients, and I have watched 
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them making continaally— I little knew why, or that 
I Bhould ever turn engineer. 

" What is there that you do not know 1" cried they 
all at once. And Torfrida actually showed herself a 
fair practical engineer. 

But where was iron to come from ) Iron for cata- 
pult-springs, iron for ram-heads, iron for bolts and 
bars? 

"Torfrida," said Hereward, "you are wise. Can 
yon use the divining rodi" 

" Why, my knight 1" 

"Because there might be iron-ore in the wolds; 
and if you could find it by the rod, we might get it 
up and smelt it" 

Torfrida aaid humbly that she would try; and 
walked with the divining-rod between her pretty 
fingers for many a mile in wood and wold, wherever 
the ground looked red aad rusty. But she never 
found any iron. 

"We must take the tires off the cart-wheels," said 
Leofwin Prat 

" But how will the carts do without ) For we shall 
want them if we march." 

" In Provence, where I was bom, the wheels were 
made out of one round piece of wood. Could we not 
cut wheels hke them 1" asked Torfrida. 

" You are the wise woman as usual," said Hereward. 

Torfrida burst into a violent flood of tears, no one 
knew why. 

There came over her a vision of the creaking carts, 
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and the little sleek oxen, dovft^olonred and dove-eyed, 
with their canvas mantles tied neatly on to keep off 
heat and flies, lounging on irith their light load of 
vine and olive-tw^ beneath the blazing aoathem boh. 
When should she see the sun once more ) She looked 
up at the brown branches overhead, howling in the 
December gale, and down at the brown fen below, 
dying into mist and darkness as the low December 
sun died down ; and it seemed as if her life was dying 
down with it. There would be no more sun, and no 
more summers, for her upon this eartL 

None certainly for her poor old mother. Her 
southern blood was chilling more and more beneath 
the bitter sky of Kesteven. The fall of the leaf had 
brought with it rheumatism, ague, and many miseries. 
Cunning old leech-wives treated the French lady with 
tonics ; mugwort, and bt^bean, and good wine enow. 
But, like David of old, she got no heat ; and before 
Yule-tide came, she had prayed herself safely out of 
this world, and into the world to come. And Tor- 
frida's heart was the more light when she saw her go. 

She was absorbed utterly in Hereward and hia 
plots. She lived for nothing else, hardly even for her 
child; and clung to her husband's fortunes all the 
more fiercely, tho more desperate they seemed. 

So that small band of gallant men laboured on, 
waiting for the Danes, and trying to make artillery 
and take Lincoln Keep. And all the while, so unequal 
is fortune when God wills^throughout the Southern 
Weald, from Hastings to Hind-head, every copse 

you IL B H.T.W. 
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glared 'with charcoal heaps, every glen 'vras burtowed 
with iron di^ngs, every hammer-pond stamped and 
giu^led night and day, smelting and forging English 
iron, wherewith the Frenchmen might slay Ei^lish- 
men. 

William — though perhaps he knew it not himself 
— had, in securing Sussex and Surrey, secured the 
then great ironfield of England, and an unlimited 
supply of weapons : and to that circumstance, it may 
be, as much as to any other, the success of his cam- 
ptugns may be due. 

It must have been in one of these December days 
that a handful of knights came through the Brunes- 
wold, mud and blood- bespattered, urging on tired 
horses, as men desperate and foredone. And the 
foremost of them all, -when he saw Hereward at the 
gate of Bourne, leaped down and threw his arms 
roimd his neck, and burst into bitter weeping. 

"Btereward, I know you, though you know me 
not I am youi nephew, Morcar Algarsson ; and all 
is lost" 

As the winter ran on, other fugitives came in, 
mostly of rank and family. At last Edwin himself 
came, young and fair, like Morcar; he who should 
have been the Conqueror's son-in-law ; for whom his 
true-love pined, as he pined, in vaia Where were 
Sweyn and his Danes 1 Whither should they go till 
he came t 

"To Ely," answered Hereward. 
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Wbetlier or not it iras bis wit which first seized on 
the military capabilities of Ely is not told. LeoMc 
the deacon, who is likely to know best, aajs that 
there were men already there holding out against 
William ; and that they sent for Hereward. But it 
is not clear from his words, whether they were fugi- 
tives, or merely bold Abbot Thurstan and his monks. 

It is but probable, nevertheless, that Hereward, as 
the only man among the fugitives who ever showed 
any ability whatsoever, and who was, also, the only 
leader (save Morcar) connected with t^e fen, con- 
ceived the famous "Camp of Befnge," and made it 
a formidable fact Be that as it may, Edwin and 
Morcar went to Ely ; and there joined an Earl Tosti 
(according to Eichard of Ely), unknown to history ; a 
Siward Bam, "the boy or the chieftain," who had 
been dispossessed of lands in Lincolnshire ;^ and other 
valiant and noble gentlemen — the last wrecks of the 
English aristocracy. And there they sat in Abbot 

* Ordericna Titalia eays that he and hia brother Aldred were 
" sonB of Ethelgar, the late king's gniuilsaa." la another 
place ha makea Ethelgar a "cousin of King Edward." Mr. 
ForeBtec in bis notes to Ordericos Titalia Bays (with probabUitj) 
that tbe "late ting" may have been Sdwanl the Elder, who 
bad a son named Ailward Snow, whose son Algar (Ethelgar) 
vsB probably tbe father of Siward Bam and Aldred, aa well as 
of Bribtric, who bad tbe lorgeat posaessions in GloncestetBhin, 
Eerefordsbire, and Sbropsbire. If so, we have a freab illus- 
tration of tbe foct that the lands of England had, before tba 
Conqnest^ b«en acctunulated in the hands of an aristocracy 
niimerically small, and closely interrelated ia blood ; a state of 
things sufBcient in itself to account for the easy victory of the 
French. 
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Thurstaa's hall, and 'waited for Swejn and the 
Danes. 

But the worst Job's messenger who, during that 
evil winter and spring, came into tJie fen, vaa Biahop 
Egelwin of Durham. He it was, most probably, who 
brought the news of Berkshire laid waste with fire 
and sword. He it was, most certainly, who broi^ht 
the worse news still, that Gtospatric and Waltheof 
were gone over to the king. He was at Durham 
seemingly, when he saw that; uid fied for his life, 
ere evil overtook him : for to yield to William that 
brave bishop had no mind. 

But when Hereward heard that Waltheof was 
married to the Conqueror's niece, he smote his hands 
together, and cursed him, and the mother who bore 
him to Siward the Stout 

" Could thy father rise from the grave he would 
spKt thy craven head in the very lap of the French- 



"A hard lap will he find it, Hereward," said 
Torfrida. "I know her — wanton, false, and vain. 
Heaven grant he do not rue the day he ever saw 
her !" 

" Heaven grant he may rue it ! Would that her 
bosom were knives and fish-hooks, like that of the 
statue in the fairy tal& See what he has done for , 
us ! He is Earl, not only of his own lands, but of 
poor Morcar's too, and of half his earldom. He is 
Earl of Huntingdon, of Cambridge, they say — of this 
ground on which we stand. What right have I here 
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now 1 How can I call on a single man to arm, aa I 
could in Morcar'a name t I am an outlaw here, and a 
robber ; and bo is every man with ma And do yon 
think that William did not know that ) He saw well 
enough what he was doii^ when he set np that great 
hrainlese idol as et^l again. He wanted to spUt up 
the Danish folk, and he has done it. The North- 
umbrianH wiU stick to Waltheof. They think him a 
mighty hero, because he held York-gat« alone with 
his own axe against all the French." 

"Well, that was a gallant deed." 

" Pish I we are all gallant men, we English. It is 
not courage that we want, it is brains. 80 the York- 
shire and Lindeey men, and the Nottingham men too, 
will go with Waltheol And round here, and all 
through the fens, every coward, every prudent man 
even — every man who likes to be within the law, and 
to feel his head safe on hia shoulders — no blame to 
him — will draw off from me for fear of this new earl, 
imd leave us to end as a handfol of outlaws. I see it 
all And William sees it all. He is wise enoi^h, 
The Mamzer, and so is his father Belial, to whom he 
will go home some day. Yes, Torfrida," he went on 
after a pause, more gently, but in a tone of exquisite 
sadness, " you are r^ht^ aa you always are. I am no 
match for that man. I see it now." 

" I never swd that Only " 

"Only you told me again and again that he was 
the wisest man on earth." 

" And yet, for that very reason, I bade you win 
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glory without end by de^ng the wisest man on 
earth." 

" And do yon hid me do it atill 1" 

" God knows what I bid," said Torfrida, bursting 
into tears, " Let me go pray, for I never needed it 
more," 

Hereward watched her kneeling, as he sat moody, 
all but desperate. Then he glided to her side and 
said gently : 

"Teach me how to pray, Torfrida. I can say a 
pater or an ava But that does not comfort a man's 
heart, as far as I could ever find. Teach me to pray, 
as you and my mother pray." 

And she put her arms round the wild man's neck, 
and tried to teach him like a little child. 
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CHAPTEE XXVI 

HOW HEaiEWASD rULFILLED HIS WORDS TO THE 
PRIOR OP THE GOLDEN BOROUGH, 

Im the course of that winter died good Abbot Brand. 
Hereward went over to see hun, and found him 
moaning to himself texts of laaiah, and confessiiig 
the BJna of his people. 

"Woe to the vineyard that bringeth forth wild 
grapes. Woe to those that join home to house and 
field to field, — lite us, and the Godwinsaons, and 
every man that could — till we stood alone in the land 
Many houses, great and fair, shall be without inhabitr 
ants. It is all foretold in Holy Writ, Hereward, my 
son. Woe to those who rise early to fill themselves 
with strong drink, and the tabret and hup are in 
their feasts: but they regard not the works of the 
Lord. Therefore my people are gone into captivity, 
because they have no knowledge. Ah — those French- 
men have knowledge, and too much of It : while we 
have brains filled with ale instead of justice. There- 
fore hell hath enlarged herself, and opened her month 
without measure, and all go down into it, one by 
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one. And dost thou think thon shalt escape, Here- 
vard, thou stout-hearted 1" 

"i neither know nor care : but this I know, that 
whithersoever I go, I shall go sword in hand." 

"They that take the sword shall perish by the 
Bword," said Brand, and blessed Hereward and died. 

A week after came news that Thorold of Malmea- 
baiy was coming to take the abbey of Peterborough, 
and had got as far as Stamford, witb a right royal 
train. 

Then Hereward sent Abbot Thorold word, that if 
he or his IVenchmea put foot into Peterborough, he 
Hereward would bum it over their heads. And that 
if he rode a mile beyond Stamford town, be should 
walk back into it barefoot in his shirt 

Whereon Thorold abode at Stamford, and kept up 
bis spirits by singing the song c^ Boland, which some 
say he himself composed. 

A week after that, and the Danes were come. 

A mighty fleet, with Sweyn Ulffson at their head, 
went up the Ouse towards Ely. Another, with 
Asbiom at their head, having joined them off the 
month of the Humber, sailed (it seems) up the Nena 
All the chivalry of Denmark and Ireland was come ; 
and with it all the chivalry, and the unchivalry, of 
the Baltic shores. — Vikings from Jomsburg and 
Arkona, Gotfclandera from Wieby; and with them 
their heathen tributaries. Wends, Finns, Estbonians, 
Gourlanders, Bussians from Novogorod and the hoart 
of Holmgard, Letts who still offered, in the forest of 
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Rugen, hnman victima to the four-headed Swantowit ; 
foul hordra in sheepaldiis and primseral filth, who 
might have been Bceoted from Hnnstanton Neaa ever 
since their ^ips had ronnded the Skaw, 

Hereward hurried to them with all bia men. He 
was anxious, of course, to prevent their plundering 
the laadefolk as they went — and that the aavages 
from the Baltic shore would certainly do, if they 
could, however reasonable the Danes, Orkneymen, 
and Irish Ostmen might b& 

Food, of course, they must take where they could 
find it ; bnt outrages were not a necessary, though a 
too commo|i, adjunct to the process of emptying a 
farmer's granaries. 

He found the Danes in a dangerous mood ; sulky 
and disgusted, as they had good right to be. They 
had gone to the Humber, and found nothing but ruin ; 
the land waste ; the French holding both the shores 
of the Humber; and Asbiom covering in Humher- 
moath, hardly able to feed his men. They had come 
to conquer England, and nothing was left for them to 
conquer, but a few peat-bogs. Then they would have 
what there was in them. Every one knew that gold 
grew up in England out of the ground, wherever a 
monk put his foot And they would plunder Crow- 
land. Their forefathers had done it, and had fared 
none the woraa English gold they would have, if 
they could not get fat English manors. 

"No! notCrowland!" said Hereward. Anyplace 
but Crowland, endowed imd honoured by Canute the 
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Great, — CrowlaDd, whose abbot was a Danish noble- 
man, whose monks were Danes to a man, of their own 
fiesh and blood. Canute's sool would rise up in 
Valhalla and curse them, if they took the value of a 
penny from St Guthlac St Guthlac was their good 
friend. He would send them bread, meat, ale, all 
they needed, but woe to the man who set foot upon 
his ground. 

Hereward sent off messengers to Crowland, warn- 
ing all to be ready to escape into the fens; and 
entreating Ulfketyl to empty his storehouses into his 
barges, and send food to the Danes, ere a. day was 
past And TJIfketyl worked hard and well, till a 
string of bai^ea wound its way through the fens, 
laden with beeves and bread, and ale-bairels in 
plenty; and with monks too, who welcomed the 
Danes as their brethren, talked to them in their own 
tongue, blessed them in St Guthlac's name aa the 
saviours of England; and then went home ag^n, 
chanting so sweetly their thanks to Heaven for their 
eaSety that the wild Vikii^ were awed, and agreed 
that St Guthlac's men were wise folk and open- 
hearted, and that it was a shame to do them bairn. 

But plunder they must have. 

" And plunder you shall have !" said Hereward as 
a sudden thought struck him, " I will show you the 
way to the Gfolden Borough— the richest minster in 
England ; and all the treasures of the Golden Borough 
shall be yours, if you will treat Englishmen as friends, 
and spare the people of the Fens." 
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It was a great crime in the eyes of men of tliat 
time. A great crime, taken simply, in Hereward's 
own eyes. But neceasity has no law. Something 
the Danes mnst have, and oug^t to have; and St 
Peter's gold was better in their purses, than in that 
of Thorold and his French monks. 

So he led them up the fens and rivers, till they 
came into the old Nene, which men call Catwater and 
MiLscal now. 

As he passed Nomanslandhime, and the month of 
the Porsand river, he trembled, and trosted that the 
Danes did not know that Uiey were within three miles 
of 8L Guthlac's sanctury. But they went on ignorant, 
and up the Mnscal till they saw St. Peter's towers oa 
the wooded rise, and behind them the great forest 
which is now Milton Park. 

There were two parties in Peterborough minster ; 
a smaDer faction of stout-hearted English; a la^er 
one which favoured William imd the French customs, 
with Prior Herluin at their head. Herlnin wanted 
not for foresight^ and he knew that evil was coming 
on him. He knew that the Danes were in the fen 
He knew that Hereward was with them. He knew 
that they had come to Growland. Hereward could 
never mean to let them sack it Peterborough must 
he their point And Herluin set hia teeth, like a bold 
man determined to abide the worsts and barred and 
barricaded every gate and door. 

That night a hapless churchwarden — Ywar was his 
oame — might have been seen g&Uoping through Milton 
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and Caetor Hanglanda, and on by Banmck quarries 
over Southropo heath, with saddlebags of huge size 
stuffed with "gospels, mass-robes, cassocks, and other 
gannents, and such other small things as he could 
cany away." And he came before day to Stamford, 
where Abbot Thorold lay at his ease in his inn with 
bis homines d'armes asleep in the halL 

And the churchwarden knocked them up, and drew 
Abbot Thorold's curtains with a face such as his who 
" drew Priam's curbiin in the dead of night, 
And would hive told Mm, liaU his Troj waa bucued ;" 

and told Abbot Thorold that liie monks of Peter- 
borough had sent him; and that unless he saddled 
and rode his best that night, with his meinie of men- 
at-arms, his Golden Borough would be even as Troy 
town by morning light 

" A raoi hommes d'armes !" shouted Thorold, as he 
used to shout whenever he wanted to scourge his 
wretched English monks at Mahnesbury into some 
French fashion. 

The men leapt up and poured in, growling. 

" Take me this monk, and kick him into the street 
for waking me with such news." 

"But, gracious lord, the heathen will surely bura 
Peterborough ; and folks said that you were a mighty 
man of war." 
■ " So I am ; but if I wero Eoland, Oliver, and Tur- 
pin rolled into one, how am I to fight Heroward and 
the Danes with forty men-at-arms 1 Answer me that, 
thou dunder-headed English porker." 
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Bo Ywar waa kicked into the cold, while Thorold 
raged up and down hie chamber in mantle and slippers, 
wringing his hands over the treasure of the Golden 
BoroDgh, snatched from his fingers juet as he wae 
closing them upon it 

That night the monks of Peterborough prayed in 
the minster till the long hours passed into the short 
The corrodiere, and servants of the monastery, fled 
from the town outside into the Milton woods. The 
monks prayed on inside till an bonr after matins. 
When the first flush of tlie sommer's dawn began to 
show in the north-eastern sky, they heard mingling 
with their own chant, another chanty which Peter- 
borough had not heard since it was Medehampatead, 
three hundred years ago ;^-the terrible Yuch-hey-eaar 
saa — the war-song of the Vikings of the north. 

Their chant stopped of itself. With blanched faces 
and trembling knees, they fled, regardless of all disci- 
pline, np into the minster tower ; and from the leads 
looked out north-eastward on the fen. 

The first rays of the summer sun^ were just stream- 
ing over the vast sheet of emerald, and glittering 
upon the winding river ; and on a winding line, too, 
seemingly endless, of scarlet coats and shields, black 
hulls, gilded poops and vanes and beak-heads and the 
flash and foam of innumerable oars. 

And nearer and louder came the oar-roll, like 

' ' ' This bsfflll on the fourth day of tie Nones of June. " So 
gays the Anglo-Saxon Cbcomcle ; from which the detitils of the 
■Bck are taken. 
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thimder working up from the east ; and mingled witli 
it, that grim yet laughing Heyaaa, which bespoke in 
its very note the revelry of slaughter. 

The ships bad all their sails on deck But as they 
came nearer, the monks could see the banners of the 
two foremost vessels. 

The one was the red and white of the terrible 
Dannebrf^. The other, the scarcely less terrible 
Wake-knot of Hereward. 

" He will bum the minster ! He has vowed to do 
it. As a child he vowed, and he must do it^ In this 
very minster t^e fiend entered into him and possessed 
him ; and to this minster has ^e fiend hrou^t him 
back to do his will Satan, my brethren, having a 
special spite (as must needs be) gainst St. Peter, rock 
and pillar of the Holy Church, chose out and inspired 
this man, even from his mother's womb, that he mi^t 
be the foe and robber of St Peter, and the hater of 
all who, like my humility, honour him, and strive to 
bring this English land into due obedience to that 
blessed Apostle. Bring forth the relics, my brethren. 
Bring forth, above all things, those filings of St Peter's 
own chains, the special glory of our monastery — and 
perhaps its safeguard this day." 

Some such bombast would any monk of those days 
have talked in like case. And yet, so strange a thing 
is man, he mig^t have been withal, like Herluin, a 
shrewd and valiant man. 

They brought out all the relics. They brought out 
the fiUngs themselves, in a box of gold. They held 
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tihem ont over the walls at the ehips, and called on all 
the Bainta to whom they belonged. But they stopped 
that line of scarlet, black, and gold, as much as their 
spiritual descendants stop the lava-stream of Vesuvius, 
when they hold out similar matters at them, with a 
hope unchanged by the experience of eight hundred 
years. The Heysaa rose louder and nearer. The 
Danes were coming. And they cama 

And all the while a thousand skylarks rose from 
off the fen, and chanted their own chant aloft, as if 
appealing to heaven against that which man's greed, 
and man's rage, and man's superstition, had made 
of this fair earth of God. 

The relics had been brought out: but as ibey 
would not work, the only thing to be done was to put 
them back again and hide them safe, lest they should 
bow down lite Bel and stoop hke Nebo, and be carried, 
like them, into captivity themselves, being worth a 
very large sum of money in the eyes of the more 
Christian part of the Danish host 

Then to hide the treasures as well as they could ; 
which (says the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle) they hid some- 
where in the steepla 

The Danes were landing now. The shout which 
they gave as they leaped on shore made the hearts of 
the poor monks sink low. Would they be murdered, 
as well aa robbed J Perhaps not — probably not Here- 
ward would see to thai And some wanted to capi- 
tulate. 

Herluin would not hear of it They were safe 
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enough. St. Peter'B relics might' not havo worked a 
miracle on the spot : but they must have done some- 
thing St Peter had been i^pealed to on his honour, 
and on his honour he must surely take the matter up. 
At all events, the walls and gates were strong, and the 
Danes had no artillery. Let thorn howl and rage round 
the holy place, till Abbot Thorold and the Frenchmen 
of. the country rose and drove them to their ships. 

In that last thought the cunning Frenchman was 
not so far wrong. The Danes pushed up through the 
little town, and to the minster gates : bat entrance 
was impossible ; and they prowled round and romid 
like raging wolves about a winter steading : but found 
no crack of entry. 

Prior Herluin grew bold : and coming to the leads 
of the gateway tower, looked over cautiously, and 
holding up a certain most sacred emblem — not to be 
profaned in these pages — cursed them in the name of 
his whole Pantheon. 

"Aha, Herluin ! Are you there 1" asked a short 
square man in gay ^mour. Have you forgotten the 
peatstack outside Bolldyfee Gate, and how you bade 
light it under me thirty years since i" 

"Thou art 'Winter)" and the Prior uttered what 
would be considered from any but a churchman's hps 
a blasphemous and bloodthirsty cursa 

"Aha ! That goes like rain off a duck's back to 
one who has been a minster scholar in his time. You I 
Danes ! Ostmen I down ! If you shoot at that man, 
111 cut your heads off. He is the oldest foe I have in 
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the world, and the only one who ever hit me without 
my hittmg him Etgain : and nobody shall touch him 
but ma So down bows, I say." 

The Danes — humorous all of them — saw that 
there waa a jest toward, and perhaps some earnest 
too, and joined in jeering the Prior. 

Herluin had ducked his head behind the parapet ; 
not from cowardice, but simply because he had on no 
mail ; and might bo shot any moment But when he 
heard Winter forbid them to touch him, he lifted up 
his head, and gave his old pupil as good aa he brought 

With his sharp swift French priest's tongue he 
sneered, he jeered, he scolded, he aigued; and then 
threatened. Suddenly changing his tone, in words 
of real eloquence he appealed to the superstitions of 
his hearer& He threatened them with supernatural 
vengeance. He set before them all the terrors of the 
unseen world. 

Some of them b^n to slink away frightened. Sb 
Peter waa an ill man to have a blood feud with. 

Wint«r stood, laughing and jeering in return, for 
full ten minutes. At last — " I asked, and you have 
not answered : have you foigotten the old peatatack 
outside Bolldyke Gate t For if you have, The Wake 
has not He has piled it against the gate, and it 
should be burnt through by thia tima Gto and sea" 
■ Herluin disappeared with a curse. 

"Now, you seacocks," said Winter, springing up. 
"Well to the Bolldyke Gate, and all start fair." 

The Bolldyke Gate waa on fire ; and more, so were 

VOL n. a H.T.W. 
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the suburbs. There was no time to save them, as 
Hereward would gladly have done, for the sake of 
the corrodiers. Tbej must go :— on to the Bolldyke 
Gate, Who cared to put out flames behind him, with 
all the treasures of Qolden Borough before him t In 
a few minutes' all the town was alight In a few 
minutes more, the monastery likewise. 

A fire is detestable enough at all times, but most 
detestable by day. At night it is cnstomary ; a work 
of darkness which lighte up the dark; picturesque, 
magnificent, with a fitness Tartarean and diabolic 
Bnt under a glaring sun, amid green fields and blue 
skies, all its wickedness ia revealed without its beauty. 
You see its works, and little mora The flame is 
hardly noticed. All that is seen is a canker eating up 
Gtod's works, breaking the bones of its prey with a 
horrible cracking uglier than all stage-scene glares, 
cruelly and shamelessly under the very eye of tiie 
great, honest, kindly sun. 

And that felt Hereward, as he saw Peterborough 
bum. He could not put his thoughts into words, as 
men of this day can : so much the better for him, per- 
haps. But he felt all the more intensely — as did men 
of his day — the things he could not speaL All he 
said was, aside to Winter — 

" It is a dark job. I wish it had been done in the 
dark" And Winter knew what he meanti 

Then the men rushed into the Bolldyke Gate, while 
Hweward and Winter stood and looked with their 
men, whom they kept close together, waiting their 
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commands. The Danes and their allies cared not for 
the great glowing heap of peat They cared not for 
each other, hardly for themselvee. They rushed into 
tihe gap : they thrust the glowing heap inward through 
the gateway with their l&nces : they thrust each other 
down into it, and trampled over them to fall them- 
selves, rising scorched and withered, and yet strug- 
gling on toward the gold of the Golden Borough 
One savage Lett caught another round the waist, and 
hurled tiini bodily into the fire, crying in his wild 
tongue — 

"You will make a good stepping-atone for me." 

" That is not fair," quoth Hereward, and clove him 
to the chine. 

It was wild work. But the Golden Borough was 
won. 

"We must in now and save the monks," said 
Hereward, and dashed over the embers. 

He was only just in time. In the midst of the 
great court were all the monks, huddled together like 
a flock of sheep, some kneeling, most weeping bitterly, 
after the fashion of monks. 

Only Herluin stood in front of them, at bay, a 
lofty crucifix in his hand. He had no mind to weep. 
But with a face of calm and bitter wrath, he preferred 
words of peace and entreaty. They were what the 
time needed. Therefore they should be given. To- 
morrow be would write to Bishop Egelsin, to excom- 
municate with bell, book, and candle, to the lowest 
pit of Tartarus, all who had done the deed. 
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Bnt to-day he Bpoke them iair. However, his fair 
speeches profited little, not being underatood by a 
horde of Letts and Fums, who howled and b&yed at 
him, and tried to tear the crucifix from his hands : 
but feared " The white Christ" 

They were already gaining courage from their own 
yells; in a moment more blood wotdd hare been shed, 
and then a general massacre must hare ensued. 

Hereward saw it, and shouting " After me, Here- 
ward's men ! A Wake I A Wake !" swung Letts and 
Finos right and left like comsheaves, and stood face 
to face with Heriuin. 

An angry savage smote him on the hind bead full 
with a stone axa He staggered, and then looked 
round and laughed. 

"Fool! hasli thou not heard that Hereward's armour 
was forged by dwarfs in the mountain-bowels t Of^ 
and hunt for gold, or it will be all gone." 

The Finn, who was astonished at getting no more 
from his blow than a few sparks, and expected instant 
death in return, took the hint and vaniahed jabbering, 
as did his fellows. 

" Now, Heriuin the Frenchman 1" said Hereward. 

" Now, Hereward the robber of saints !" said Her- 
iuin. 

It was a fine sight The soldier imd the church- 
man, the EngliBbmam and the Frenchman, the man 
of the then worid, imd the man of the then Church, 
pitted fairly, face to fac& 

Hereward tried for one moment to stare down 
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HerluiiL But those terrible eye-glances, before which 
Vikings had qaailed, turned off hartnleBS from the 
more terrible gWce of the man who believed himaelf 
backed by the Maker of the universe, and all the 
hierarchy of heaven. 

A sharp, unlovely face it waa ; though, like many 
a great churchman's face of those days, it waa neither 
thin nor haggard : but rather round, sleek, of a puffy 
and unwholesome paleness. Bat there was a thin hp 
above a broad square jaw, which showed that Herluin 
was neither fool nor coward, 

"A robber and a child of Behal thou hast been 
from thy cradle ; and a robber and a child of Belial 
thou art now. Dare thy last iniquity. Slay the 
eervante of St Peter on St Peter's altar, with thy 
worthy comrades, the heathen Saracens,^ and set np 
Mahound with them in the holy place." 

Hereward laughed eo jolly a laugh, that the prior 
was taken aback. 

" Slay St Peter's monks 1 Not even his rats 1 I 
am a monk's knight, as my knot testifies. There shall 
not a hair of your head be touched. Only, I must 
clear out all Frenchmen hence ; and all Englishmen 
likewise, as storks have chosen to pack with the 
cranes. Here, Hereward's men ! march these traitoM 
and their French prior safe out of the walls, and into 
Milton Woods, to look after their poor corrodiers." 

' The Danea were continually mistaken by Mediieval clmrch- 
men for Saracens, and the Suracens coneidered to be idolaters. 
A nuLOQiee, or idol, means a Mfthoroot 
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" Oat of this place I stir not Here I am ; and 
here I will lire of die, as St Peter shall send aid." 

Bnt as he spoke, lie was precipitated rudely forward 
and bnrried almost into Herewsjd's arms. The whole 
body of monks, when they heard Hereward's words, 
cared to hear no more -. but^ desperate between fear 
and joy, rushed forward, bearing away their prior in 
the midst 

" So go the rata out of Feterborongh, and so is my 
dream fulfilled. Now for the treasure, and then to 
Ely." 

But Herlnin burst himself clear of the frantic mob 
of monks, and turned back on Hereward. 

"Thou wast dubbed knight in that church !" 

"I know it, man, and that church and the relics 
of the saints in it are safe therefore. Hereward gives 
his word." 

"That — but not that only, if thou art a true 
knight, as thou boldest. Englishman." 

Hereward growled savagely, and made an i^ly step 
toward Herluin. That was a point which he would 
not have questioned, 

"Then behave as a knight, and save, save," — as 
the monks dragged him away, — " save the hospice ! 
There are women — ladies there!" shouted he, as he 
was borne off. 

They never met again on earth : but both com- 
forted themselves in after years, that two old enemies' 
last deed in common had been one of mercy. 

Hereward uttered a ciy of horror. If the wild 
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Letts, even the Jomsburgers, had got in, all waa lost 
He ruahed to the door. It was aot yet burat : but a 
bench, swung by strong arms, was battering it in fast. 

" Winter ! Geri I Siwarda ! To me, Hereward's 
ment Stajid back, fellows. Here are Mends here 
inside. If you do not^ I'll cut yon down." 

But in vaia The door was bnrst, and in poured 
the savage mob. Hereward, unable to stop them, 
headed them, or pretended to do so, with five or six 
of his own men round him, and went into the hall. 

On the rashes lay some haU-dozen grooms. They 
were butchered instantly, simply because they were 
thera Hereward saw : but could not prevent He 
ran as hard as he could to the foot of the wooden 
stair which led to the upper floor, 

"Guard the stair-foot, Wint«r!" and he ran up. 

Two women cowered npon the door, shrieking and 
praying with hands clasped over their heads, He saw 
that the arms of one of them were of the most delicate 
whiteness, and judging her to be the lady, bent over 
her. "Ladyl you are safe. I will protect yon. I 
am Hereward." 

She sprang up, and threw herself with a scream in- 
to his arms. 

" Hereward ! Hereward ! Save me. I am " 

" Alftmda I" said Hereward. 

It was Alftruda ; if possible more beantiful than 
ever. 

"I have got yon!" she cried. "I am safe now. 
Take me away — Out of this horrible place — Take me 
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into the woods — Anywhere — Only do not let me be 
burnt here — stifled like a rat. Give me air ! Give 
me water 1" And she clung to him so madly, that 
Hereward, aa iie held her in his arms, and gazed 
on her eztraordinaiy beauty, forgot Torfrida for the 
second time. 

But there was no time to indulge in evil thoughts, 
even had any crossed his mind. He caught her in his 
arms, and commanding the maid to follow, hurried 
down the stair. 

Winter and the Siwarda were defendir^ the foot 
with swinging blades. The . savages were howling 
round like curs about a bull ; and when Hereward 
appeared above with the women, there was a loud 
yell of rage and envy. 

He should not have tJie women to himself — They 
would share the plunder equally — was shouted in half- 
a-dozen barbarous dialects. 

"Have you left any valuables in the chamber 1" 
whispered he to Alftruda. 

"Yes, jeweb — robes — Let them have all, only 
save me !" 

"Let me pass!" roared Hereward, "There is 
rich booty in the room above, and you may have it 
as these ladies' Tansom. Them you do not touch. 
Back, I say, let me pass I" 

And he rushed forward. Winter and the house- 
carles formed round him and the women, and hurried 
down the hall; while the savages hurried up the 
ladder, to quarrel over their spoiL 
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They W6TB ont in the courtyard, and safe for tlie 
moment But whither ahould he take her ! 

"To Earl AjBbiom," said one of the Siwards. But 
how to find him 1 

"There is Bishop Christieml" And the bishop 
was caught and stopped. 

"This is an evil day's work, Sir Hereward." 

"Then help to mend it by taking care of these 
ladies, like a man of God" And he explained the 
case. 

" You may come safely with me, my poor lambs," 
said the Bishop. "I am glad to find something to 
do fit for a churchman. To me, my housecarles." 

But they were all off plundering. 

"We will stand by you and the ladies, and see 
yon safe down to the ships," said Winter, and so they 
went oS. 

Hereward would gladly have gone with them, as 
Alftruda piteously entreated him. But he heard his 
name called on every side in angry tones. 

" Who waote Hereward 1" 

"Earl Asbiom — Here he is." 

"Those scoundrel monks have hidden all the altar 
furniture. If you wish to save them from being tor- 
tured to death, you had best find it" 

Hereward ran with him into the Cathedral It 
was a hideous sight ; torn books and vestmente ; 
broken tabernacle - work ; foul savages swarming in 
and out of every dark aisle and cloister, like wolves 
in search of prey ; five or six ruffians aloft upon the 
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rood-screen ; one teariDg the golden crown from the 
head of the Crucifix, another the golden footstool 
from its feet' 

As Hereward came up, crucifix and man fell 
together, crashing upon the pavement, amid shonts 
of brutal laughter. 

He hurried past them, shuddering, into the choir. 
The altar was bare ; the golden pallium which covered 
it, gone. 

"It may he in the crypt below. I suppose the 
monks keep their rehcs there," said Aflbiom. 

" No I Not there. Do not touch the relics ! 
Would you have the curse of all the saints ) Stay ! 
I know an old hiding place. It may be there. Up 
into the steeple with me. 

And in a chamber in the steeple they found the 
golden pall, and treasures countless and wonderful 

"We had better keep the knowledge of this to 
ourselves awhile," said Earl Asbiom, looking with 
greedy eyes on a heap of wealth such as he had never 
beheld befora 

" Not we ! Hereward is a man of his word, and 
we will share and share alike." 

" What will you 1" And Asbiom caught him by 
the arm " This treasure belongs of right to Sweyn 
the king." 

"It belor^ to St Peter, who must lend it to-day 
to save the poor fenmen from robbers and ravishers ; 

' The cruoifii was probably of the Greek pattern, in which 
the figure fltood upon a flat slab, projecting from the cross. 



U.rireM>,G001^lc 



TO THE PBIOK OF THE GOLDEN BOHODGH. 91 

and not to any king on eartlL Take off thine hand, 
Jarl, if thou wouldat keep it safe on thy body." 

Aabiom drew back, gnashing his teeth with rage. 
To strike Hereward was more than he, or any 
Berserker in hia host, dared do : and beside, he fett 
that Hereward's words were just. 

" Hither 1" shouted Hereward down the stair. 
"Up hither, Vikings, Beraerkers, and seacocks all! 
Here, Jutlanders, Jomsbu^era, Letts, Finns, witches' 
sons and devils' sons all I Here is gold, here is the 
dwarfs work, here is the dragon's hoard ! Come up 
and take your Polotaswarfl You would not get a 
richer out of the Kaiser's treasury. Here, wolves and 
ravens, eat gold, drink gold, roll in gold, and know 
that Hereward is a man of his word, and pays bis 
soldiers' wages royally." 

They rushed up the narrow stair, trampling each 
other to death, and thrust Hereward and the Earl, 
choking, into a comer. The room was so full for a 
few moments, that some died in it. Hereward and 
Asbiom, protected by their strong armour, forced their 
way to the narrow window, and breathed through it, 
looking out upon the sea of flame below. 

" I am sorry for you, Jarl," said Hereward. " But 
for the poor Englishmen's sake, so it must be." 

" King Sweyn shall judge rf that Why dost hold 
my wrist, man t" 

" D^gers are apt to get loose in such a press as this. " 

"Always The Wake," said Aabiom, with a forced 
laugh. 
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"Always The Wake. And as thou saidst, King 
Sweyn the just shall judge between ua." 

Jarl Asbiom Bwimg from him, and into the now 
thinning press. Soon only a few remiuned, to search, 
by the glare of the flames, for what theii fellows 
might have overlooked. 

" Bow the play is played out," said Hereward, " we 
may as well go down, and to out ships." 

Some drunken ruffians would have burnt the 
church for mere mischief. But Aabiorn, as well 
as Hereward, stopped that And gradually they 
got the men down to the ships ; some drunk, some 
Btniggling under plunder ; some cursii^ and quarrel- 
ling because nothing had fallen to their lot. It was 
a hideous scene : but one to which Hereward, as well 
as Anbiom, was too well accustomed to see aught in 
it save an hour's inevitable trouble in getting Hie men 
on board. 

The monks had all fled. Only Leofwin the Long 
was left, and he lay sick in the infirmary. Whether 
he waa burned tlierein, or saved by Hereward'a men, 
is not told. 

And BO was the Golden Borough sacked and 
burnt Now then, whither 1 

The Danes were to go to Ely, and join the army 
there. Hereward would march on to Stamford; 
secure the town if he could ; then to Huntingdon, to 
secure it likewise ; and on to Ely afterwards. 

"You will not leave me among these savagesl" 
said Alftruda. 
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"Heaven forbid ! You shall come with me as far 
as Stamford, and then I will set yon on your way." 

"My^ay!" said Alftnida, in a bitter and hope- 
less tone. 

Hereward mounted her on a good horse, and rode 
beside her, looking — and he well knew it — a very 
perfect knight Soon they began to talk. What 
had brought Alftmda to Peterborough, of all places 
on earth f 

"A woman's fortune. Because I am rich — and 
some say fair — I am a puppet, a slave, a prey. I was 
going back to my — to Dolfin." 

"Have you been away from him, then 1" 

" What? Do you not know?" 

"How should I know, lady I" 

"Yes, moat true. How should Hereward know 
anything about Alftmda I But I will tell you. 
Maybe yon may not care to hear)" 

" About you t Anything. I have often longed to 
know how — what you were doing." 

" Is it possible i Is there one human being left on 
earth who cares to hear about Alftruda t Then listea 
You know that when Gospatric fled to Scotland his 
SODS went with him — young Gospatric, Waltheof,^ Mid 
he — Dolfin. EtJielreda, his girl, went too — and she 

' This Waltheof Gospatricsaon moat not be confonnded with 
Waltheof Siwardseon, the jonlig Eatl. He becuDe a. wild 
border dtieftain, then Baron of Atterdale, and then gave Atter- 
dale to bis sister, Qaeen Ethelredn, oad tnrued monk, and at 
last Abbot, of Crowland ; crawling home, poor fellow, like 
iiuui;^ another, t« die in peace in the Bttuctuarf of the Oauea. 
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is to many, they Bay, Duncan, Malcolm's eldest son 
by Ingebioi^ So Gospatric will find himself, some 
day, father-in-law of the King of Scots." 

"I will warrant him to find his nest well lined, 
wherever he be. But of yourself T" 

"I refused to go. I could not face ^tun that 
bleak black North. Beside — but that is do concem 
of Herewajd's " 

Hereward was on the poiat of saying, " Can any- 
time concern you, and not be interesting to mel" 

But she went on : 

" I refused, and " 

"And he misused youl" asked he fiercely. 

"Better if he had. Better if he had tied me 
to his stimip, and scourged me along into Scotland, 
than have left me to new dangers, and to old tempt- 
ations." 

"What tomptationsl" 

Alftnida did not answer : but went on— 

"He told me in his lofty Scots fashion, that I was 
free to do what I list That he bad long since seen 
that I cared not for him; and that he would find 
many a fairer lady in his own land." 

"There he lied. So you did not care for him) 
He is a noble knight." 

" What is that to me 1 Women's hearts are not to 
be bought and sold with their bodies, as I was sold. 
Care for him^ I care for no creature upon earth. 
Once I cared for Hereward, like a silly child. Now 
I care not even for him." 
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Hereward was Borry to hear diat Men are vainer 
than women ; just as peacocks are vainer than pea- 
hens ; and Hereward was — alas for him ! — a speciaUy 
vain man. Of course, for him to fall in lore with 
. Alftnida, would have been a shameful ain ; he would 
not have committed it for all the treasures of Con- 
stantinople : but it was a not unpleasant thooght that 
Alftmda should fall in love with him. But he only 
said, tenderly and courteously — 

"Alas ! poor lady !" 

"Poor lady. Too true, that lasL For whither 
am I going now 1 Back to that man once more." 

"ToDolfinI" 

"To my master, like a runaway slave. I went 
down South to Queen Matilda. I knew her well, and 
she was kind to me, as she is to all things that breathe. 
But now that Gro^patric is come into the king's grace 
i^ain, and has bought the earldom of Northumhria, 
from Tees to Tyne " 

"Bought the earldom !" 

" That has he ; and paid for it right heavily." 

" Tnutor and fool ! He will not keep it seven 
years. The Frenchman will pick a quarrel with him, 
and cheat him out of earldom and money toa" 

The which William did, within three years. 

" May it be so ! But when he came into the 
Ring's grace, he must needs demand me back in his 
son's name." 

"What does Dolfin want with youl" 

" His father wants my money ; aad stipulated for 
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it with the King. And besides, I suppose I am a 
pretty plaything enough stilL" 

"You? You are divine, perfect Dolfin is right 
How could a man who had once enjoyed you, live 
without youl" 

Alftruda latched, a laugh full of meaning: but 
what that meaning was Hereward could not divina 

" So now," she said, " what Hereward has to do, as 
a true and courteous knight, is to give Alftruda safe 
conduct, and, if he can, a guard ; and to deliver her 
up royally and knightly to his old friend and fellow- 
warrior, Dolfin Gospatricason, earl of whatever he can 
lay hold of for the current montL" 

"Are you in earnest 1" 

Alftruda laughed one of her strange laughs, look- 
ing straight before her. Indeed she had never looked 
Hereward in the face during the whole rida 

" What are those open holes ? Graves 1" 

"They are Bamack stone quarries, which Waltheof 
the Wittol has just given away to Crowland. Better 
that though, than keep them for his new French 
cousins to build castles withaL" 

"So) That is pity. I thought they had been 
graves ; and then you mi^t have covered me up in 
one of them, and left me to sleep in peace." 

" What can I do for you, Alftruda, my old play- 
fellow, Alftruda, whom I saved from the bearl" 

" If Alftruda had foreseen the second monster into 
whose jaws she was to faU, she would have prayed you 
to hold that terrible hand of yours, which never since. 
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men say, haa atnick without victory and renown. You 
won your first honour for my sake. But who am I 
now, that you should turn out of your glorious path 
for me 1" 

" I will do anything — anything. But why miscall 
this Doble prince a monster ! " 

" If he were fairer than St John, more wise than 
Solomon, and more valiant than King William, he is 
to me a monster ; for I loathe him, and I know not 
why. But do your duty as a knight^ sir. Convey the 
lawful wife to her lawful spouse." 

"What cares an outlaw for law, in a land where 
law is dead and gone J I will do what I — what you 
like. Come with me to Torfnda at Bourne ; and let 
me see the man who dares try to take you oat of my 
hand." 

Alftruda laughed again. 

"No, no. I should interrupt the doves in their 
nest Beside, the hilling and cooing might m^e me 
envioua. And I, alas ! who carry misery with me 
Fonnd the land, might make your Torfrida jealous," 

Hereward was of the same opinion, and rode silent 
and thoughtful through the great woods which are now 
the noble park of Bui^hley. 

"I have found it !" aaidheatlast "Whynofcgo 
to Gilbert of Ghent, at Lincoln)" 

" Gilbert t Why should he befriend me t " 

"He will do that, or anythii^ else, which is for 
his own profit" 

"Profit ) All the world seems determined to make 

VOL. II. H H, T. w. 
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profit out of me. I presume you would, if I liad come 
with you to Bourne." 

"I do not doubt it This is a very wild sea to 
swim in ; and a man must be forgiven if he catches at 
every bit of drift timber." 

"Selfishness, selfishueHa everywhere; — and I sup- 
pose you expect to gain by sending me to Gilbert of 
Ghent ^" 

" I shall gain nothing, Alftrada, save the thought 
that you are not so far from me — from us — but that 
we can hear of you — send succour to you if you need." 

Alftmda was silent At last — 

"And you think that Gilbert would not be afraid 
of angering the king 1" 

" He would not anger the kii^ Gilbert's friend- 
ship is more important to William, at this moment, 
tlian that of a dozen Gospatrics. He holds Lincoln 
town, and with it the key of Waltheof s earldom : and 
things may happen, Alftrada — I tell yon : but if you 
tell Gilbert, may Hereward's curse be wi you !" 

"Not that! Any man's curse save yours!" sud 
she in so passionate a voice that a thrill of fire ran 
through Hereward, And he recollected her scoflf at 
Bruges — "So he could not wait for mel" And a 
storm of evil thoughts swept through him, " Would 
to heaven!" said he to himself, crushing them gal- 
lantly down, " I had never thought of Lincoln. But 
there is no other plan." 

But he did not tell Alftrada, as he had meant to 
do, that she might see him soon in Lincoln Castle as 
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ita conqueror and lord. He half hoped that when 
that day came, Alftroda might be somewhere else. 

"Gilbert can say," he went on, steadying himself 
again, " that you feared to go north on accomit of the 
disturbed stat« of the country ; and that^ as you had 
given yourseK up to him of your own accord, he 
thought it wisest to detain you, as a hostage for 
Dolfin's allegiance." 

" He shall say so. I will make him say so." 
"So be it. Now, here we are at Stamford town ; 
and I must to my trade. Do you like to see fi^tii^, 
Alftruda — Qxa man's game, the royal game, the only 
game worth a thought on earth ! For you are like to 
see a httle in the next ten minutes." 

" I should like to see you fight. They tell me none 
is so swift and terrible in the battle as Hereward. 
How can you be otherwise, who slew the bear — when 
we were two happy children tt^ethert But shall I 
be safe V 

"Safel of course," said Hereward, who longed, 
peacock-like, to show off his prowess before a lady 
who was — there was no denying it — ^far more bean- 
tdful than even Torfrida. 

But he had no opportunity to show off that prowess. 
For, as he galloped in over Stamford Bridge, Abbot 
Thorold galloped out at the opposite end of the town 
through Casterton, and up the Eoman road to Gran- 
After whom Hereward sent Alftruda (for he heard 
that Thorold was going to Gilbert at Lincoln) with a 
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guard of knights ; bidding tihem do him no harm, but 
sajing that Hereward knew him to be a preux cheva- 
lier and lover of fair ladies ; that he had sent him a 
right fair one to bear him company to Lincoln ; and 
hoped that he would sing to her on the way the Bong 
of Eoland. 

And Alftmda, who knew Thorold, went willingly, 
since it coold no better be. 

After which, accordii^ to (raimar, Heroward tarried 
three days at Stamford, laying a heavy tribute on the 
burgesaea for harbouring Thorold and his Bfonnans ; 
and aUo surprised at a drinking bout a certain special 
enemy of hie, and chased him from room to room 
sword in hand, till he took refuge shamefnlly in 
an outhonse, and begged hia life. And when his 
kn^hte came back from Grantham, be marched to 
Bonme. 

"The next night," saya Richard of Hy, or it may 
be Leofric himself, " Hereward saw in his dreams a 
man standing by him of inestimable beauty, old of 
years, terrible of countenance, in all the rEument of his 
body more splendid than all things which he had ever 
seen, or conceived in hia mind; who threatened him 
with a great club which he carried in his band, and 
with a fearful doom, that he should take back to his 
church all that had been carried off the night before, 
and have them, restored utterly, each in ite place, 
if he wiahed to provide for the salvation of his soul, 
and escape on the apot a pitiable death. But when 
awakened, he was seized with a divine terror, and 
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restored in the same hour all that he took away, and 
80 departed, going onward with all his mea" 

So says the chronicler, wishing, as may he well 
believed, to advance the glory of St Peter, and to 
purge hia hero's name from the stain of sacrilega 
Beside, the monks of Peterborough, no doubt, had no 
wish that the world should spy out their nakedness, 
and become aware that the Golden Borough was 
stripped of all its gold. 

Kevertheless, truth will out Golden Borough was 
Golden Borough no more. The treasures were never 
restored ; they went to sea with the Danes, and were 
Bcattered far and wide — to Norway, to Ireland, to 
Denmark; "all the spoils," says the Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicle, "which reached the latter country, being 
the pallium and some of the shrines and crosses ; and 
many of the other treasures they brought to one of 
the king's towns, and laid ihem up in the church. 
But one night, through their careloasness and drunken- 
ness, the church was burned, with all that was therein. 
Thus was the minster of Peterborough burned and 
pillaged. May Almighty God have pity on it in His 
great mercy. And thus Abbot Turold came to Peter- 
borough. . . . When Bishop Egelric heard this, he 
excommunicated the men who had done this evil. 
There was a great famine this year." 

Hereward, when blamed for the deed, said always 
that he did it "because of his allegiance to the mon- 
astery." 

And some of the treasure, at leasts he must have 
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suiel}' given back, he so appeased the angiy shade 
of St Peter. For on that night, vhen marching past 
Stamford, he and his lost their way, "To whom a 
certain wonder happened, and a miracle, if it can be 
said that Buch would be worked in favour of men of 
blood. For while in the wild night and dark they 
wandered in the wood, a huge wolf met them, wag- 
ging his tail like a tame d<^, and went before them on 
a path. And they, taking the gray beast in the dark- 
ness for a white dog, cheered on each other to follow 
him to his farm, which ought to be hard by. And in 
the silence of the midnight, that they mi^t see their 
way, suddenly candles appeared, bnming and clinging 
to the lances of all the knighte — not very br^t, how- 
ever; bat like those which the folk caUed candelie 
nytaphamm — wills of the wisp. But none could pull 
them off, or altogether extinguish them, or throw them 
from their hands. And thus they saw their way, and 
went on, although astoni^ed out of mind, with the 
wolf leading them until day dawned, and they saw, to 
their great astonishment, that he was a woll And as 
they questioned amoi^ themselves about what had 
befallen, the wolf and the candles disappeared, and 
they came whither they had been minded, beyond 
Stamford town, thanking God, and wondering at what 
had happened," 

After which Hereward took Torfrida, and his child, 
and all he had, and took ship at Bardeney, and went 
for Kly. Which when Earl Warrenne heard, he laid 
wait for him, seemingly near Littleport: but got 
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nothing thereby, accordiog to Richard of Ely, but the 
pleasnie of giving and taking a great deal of bad lan- 
guage; and (after his men had refused, reaaonably 
enough, to swim tlie Ouse and attack Hereward) an 
arrow, which Hereward, "modicum ae inchnans," 
stooping forward, says the chronicler — who probably 
saw the deed — shot at him across the Ouse, as the 
Earl stood cursing on the top of the dyke. Which 
arrow flew so stout and strong, that though it sprang 
back from Earl Warrenne'a hauberk, it knocked him 
almost senseless off his horse, and forced him to defer 
his pnrpose of avenging Sir Frederic his brother. 

After which Hereward threw himself into Ely, 
and assumed, by consent of all, the command of the 
English who were therein. 
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HOW THET HEU) A GREAT MEITINO IN THE HAH 
OF ELY. 

There eat round the ball of Ely all the magnates of 
tke East land and East sea. The Abbot was on his 
high seat; and on a seat higher than his, prepared 
specially, Sweyn Ulfsson, Kin g of Denmark and Eng- 
land By them aat the bishops, Egelwin the English- 
man and Christiem the Dane; Asbiom; the yonng 
EUrls Edwin and Morcar, and Sweyn's two sons ; and, 
it may bo, the sons of Tosti Godwinsson, and Arkill 
the great Thane, and Siward Bam, and Hereward 
hi in sell Below them were knights, vikings, captains, 
great Holders from Denmark, and the Prior and in- 
ferior officers of Ely minster. And at the bottom of 
the misty hall, on the other side of the column of 
Hue vapour which went trembling up from the great 
heap df burning turf amidst, were housecarles, monks, 
wild men from the Baltic shores, crowded k^ether to 
hear what was done in that parliament of their betters. 
They spoke like free Danes ; the betters from the 
upper end of the hall, but every man as he chose. 
They were in full Thing ; in parliament, as their fore- 
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fathers had been wont to be for coimtlesa ages. Their 
House of Lords and their House of Commoiis were 
not yet defined from each other : but they knew the 
rules of the house, the courteBies of debate ; and, by 
practice of free speech, had educated themselves to 
bear and forbear, like gentlemen. 

But the speaking was loud and earnest, often angry 
that day. " What was to be done I" was the question 
before the house. 

" That depended," said Sweyn, the wise and pru- 
dent king, "on what could be done by the English to 
co-operate with them." And what that was, has been 
ah^ady told 

"When Tosti Godwinsson, ye Bishops, Jarls, 
Knights, and Holders, came to me five years ago, 
and bade me take my rights in this land of En^^d, 
I answered him that I bad not wit enough to do the 
deeds which Canute my uncle did ; and so sat atill in 
peace. I little thought that I should have lost in 
five years so much of those email wits to which I con- 
fessed, that I should come after all to take my rightful 
kingdom of England, and find two kings in it already, 
both more to the English mind than I anL While 
William the Frenchman is king by the sword, and 
Edgar the Englishman king by proclamation of Earls 
and Thanes, there eeems no room here for Sweyn, 
nephew of Canute, king of kings." 

" We will make room for you ! We will make a 
rid road from here to Winchester!" shouted the 
Meeting with one voice. 
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" It is too lata What aay you, Hereward Leofrics- 
80O, who go for a wiae man among menl" 

Hereward rose, and spoke gracefuUy, earnestly, 
eloquently : but he could not deny Sweyn's plain 
words. 

"The Wake beats about the bush," siud Jarl 
Asbiom, rising when Hereward sat down. "Kone 
knows better tliau he that all is over. Eari Edwin 
and Earl Morcar, who should have helped ns along 
Watling Street^ are here fugitiTes. Earl Gospatric 
and Eatl Waltheof are WUham's men now, soon to 
raise the landsfolk agauist na. We had better go 
home, before we have eaten up the monks of Ely," 

Then Hereward rOse agfun, and without an openly 
insulting word, poured forth his scorn and rage upon 
Asbiorn, Why had he not kept to the agreement 
which he and Countcas Gyda had made with him 
through Tosti's sons t Why had he wasted time and 
men from Dover to Norwich, instead of coming 
straight into the fens, and marching inland to succour 
Morcar and Edwin! Aabiom had ruined the plan, 
and he only, if it was ruined. 

"And who was I, to obey The Wakel" aded 
Asbiom fiercely. 

"And who wert thou, to disobey mel" asked 
Sweyn in a terrible Toice. "Hereward is right 
We shall see what thou sayeat to all this, in full 
Thing at home in Denmark."^ 

Then Edwin rose, entreating peace. " They were 
' AabioTD is aaid to have been outlawed an his return home. 
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beaten. The hand of God was against them. Why 
should they struggle any more 1 Or, if they etrnggled 
on, why should they involve the Danes in their own 
ruin)" 

Then man after man rose, and spoke rough Danish 
common sense. They had come hither to win Eng- 
land. They had found it won already. Let them 
take what they had got from Petetbotough and go. 

Then Winter sprang up. "Take the pay, and sail 
off with it, without having done the work I That 
would be a noble tale to cany home to your fair 
wives ia JntUnd. I diall not call you niddering, 
being a man of peace, as all know." Whereat all 
laughed : for the doughty little man had not a hand's 
breadth on head or arm without a scar. "But if 
your ladies call yon so, you must have a shrewd 
answer to give, beside knocking them down." 

Sweyn spoke without rising : — " The good knight 
forgets that this expedition has cost Denmark already 
nigh as much as Harold Hardraade's cost Norway. 
It is hard upon the Danes, if they are to go away 
empty-handed as well as disappointed." 

"The King has right!" cried Hereward. "Let 
them take the plnnder of Peterborough as pay for 
what they have done, and what beside they woidd 
have done if Asbiom the Jarl — Nay, men of England, 
let us be just! — ^what Asbiom himself would have 
done if there had been heart and wit, one mind and 
one purpose, in Ei^land. The Danes have done their 
best They have shown themselves what they are, 
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our blood and kin. I inov that aome talk of treason, 
of bribea. Let us have no more such Tain and fonl 
suspicions They came as our friends; and as our 
friends let them go, and leave us to fight out our own 
quarrel to the last drop of blood." 

"Would God!" said Sweyn, "thou wouldest go 
too, thou good knight Here, earls and gentlemen 
of England I Sweyn UlfsBon offers to every one of 
you, who will come to Denmark with hini, shelter 
and hospitality till better times shall coma" 

Then arose a mixed cry. Some would go, some 
would not Some of the Danes took the proposal 
cordially; some feared bringing among themselves 
men who would needs want land, of which there was 
none to give. If the English came, they must go up 
the Baltic, and conquer fresh lands for themselves 
from heathen Letts and Finns. 

Then Hereward rose again, and spoke so nobly 
and BO well, that all ears were charmed 

They were Englishmen; and they would rather 
die in their own merry England than win new king- 
doms in the cold north-east They were awom, the 
leaders of them, to did or conquer, fighting the 
accursed Frenchmaa They were bound to St Peter, 
and to St Gruthtac, and to St Felix of Eamsey, and 
St Etheldreda the holy virgin, beneath whose tw^ 
they stood, to defend against Frenchmen the saints 
of England whom they despised and blasphemed, 
whose servants they cast out, thrust into prison, and 
mnrdered, that they might bring in Frenchmen from 
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Normandy, Italians from the Pope of Rome. Sweyn 
Ulfeeon apoke as became him, as a prudent and a 
generone prince; the man who alone of all kings 
defied and fought 1^e great Hardraade till neitiier 
could fight more ; the true nephew of Canute the king 
of kings : and they thanked him : bat they would live 
and die Englishmen. 

And every Englishman shouted, "Hereward is 
right ! We will live and die fighting the French." 

And Sweyn Ulfsaon rose again, and said with a 
great oath, " That if there had been three such men 
as Hereward in England, all would have gone well" 

Hereward laughed. "Thou art wroi^ for once, 
wise king. We have failed, just because there were 
a dozen men in England as good as I, every man 
wanting his own way; and too many cooks have ' 
spoiled the broth. What we wanted is not a dozen 
men like me, but one like thee, to take us all by the 
back of the neck and shake ub soundly, and say, ' Do 
that, or diet'" 

And sOr after much talk, the meeting broke up^ 
And when it broke up, there came to Hereward in 
the hall a noble-looking man of his own age, and put 
his hand within his, and said : — 

"Do you not know me, Hereward Leofriceson )" 

"I know thee not, good knight, more pity; but by 
thy dress and carriage, thou shouldest be a true 



"I am Sigtryg Eanaldsson, now King of Water- 
ford. Aud my wife said to me, 'If tbero be treachery 
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or faint-heartedDeBs, remember this — that Herevard 
Leofricsson slev the Ogre, and Hannibal of Maramon 
likewise, and brougbt me a&fe to thee. And, there- 
fore, if thou proveat false to him, niddering thou art ; 
and no niddering is spouse of mine.' " 

"Thou art SigtT7g Ranaldsson !" cried Hereward, 
clasping him in his arms, as the scenes of his wild 
youth rushed across his mind "Better is old wine 
than new, and old friends likewise." 

"And I, and my five ships, are thine to death. 
Let who will go back." 

"They must go," a^d Hereward, half -peevishly. 
"Sweyn has r^ht, and Asbiom too. The game is 
played out Sweep the chessmen off the board, as 
Earl "Ulf did by Canute the king." 

"And lost his life thereby. I shall stand by, and 
see thee play the last pawn." 

" And lose thy life in likewise." 

"What mattert I heard theesing — 
'"A bed-deatli, a priest death, 
A Btrav death, a cow death, 
Such death liiea not me,' 

Nor likes it me either, Hereward Leofricsson." 

So the Danes sailed away : but Sigtryg Banaldsson 
and his five ships remained 

Hereward went up to the minster tower; and 
watched the Ouse flashing with countless oars north- 
ward toward Southrey Fen. And when they were 
all out of sig^t, he went back, and lay down on his 
bed, and wept — once and for alL Then he arose, and 
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went down into the hall to abbots and monks, and 
earls aad knighte, and was the boldest, cheeriest, 
wittiest of them all 

" They say," quoth he to Torfrida that night, " that 
some men have grey heads on green shoulders. I have 
a grey heart in a green body." 

"And my heart is growing very grey, too," said 
Torfrida. 

"Certainly not thy head." And he played with 
her raven locks. 

" That may come, too ; and too soon." 

For, indeed, they were in very evil case. 
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CHAPTEE XXVIIL 

HOW THET FOUGHT AT ALDRETH, 

When William heard that the Danes were gone, he 
marched on Ely, as on an easy prey. 

Ivo Taillebois came with him, hungry after those 
Spalding lands, Uie rents whereof Hereward had been 
taking for his men for now twelve montha. William 
■ de Warrenne was there, vowed to revenge the death 
of Sir Frederick, his brother. Ralph Guader was 
there, flushed with his success at Norwich. And 
with them were all the Frenchmen of the east, who 
had been either expelled from their lands, or were in 
fear of expulsion. 

With them, too, was a great army of mercenaries, 
ruffians from all France and Flanders, hired to light 
for a certain term, on the chance of plunder or of 
fiefs in land. Their bTains were all aflame with the 
tales of inestimable riches hidden in Ely. There 
were there the jewels of all the monasteries round ; 
there were the treasures of all the fugitive English 
nobles ; there were there — what was there not 1 And 
they grumbled, when William halted them and hutted 
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them at Cambridge, and began to feel cautiously the 
strength of the place — which moat be strong, or 
Hereward and the English would not have made it 
their camp of refuge. 

Perhaps he rode np to Madingley windmill ; and 
saw fifteen miles away, clear gainst the sky, the long 
line of what seemed nought but a low upland park, 
with the minster tower among the trees ; and between 
him and them a rich champaign of grass, over which 
it was easy enough to march all the armies of Europe ; 
and thought Ely an easy place to tak& But men told 
him that between him and those trees lay a black 
abyss of mud and peat and reeds, Haddenham fen 
and Smithy fen, with the deep sollen Westwater or 
" Ald-reche " * of the Onse winding through them. 
The old Boman road to Stretham was sank and gone 
long since under the bog, whether by English neglect, 
or whether (as some think) by actual and bodily sink- 
ing of the whole land. The narrowest space between 
dry land and dry land was a full half mile ; and bow 
to cross that half-mile, no man knew. 

What were the approaches on the westi There 
were nonel Beyond Earith, where now run the 
great washes of the Bedford Level, was a howling 
wilderness of meres, eas, reed-ronds and floating 

' I give the supposed etymologies of one of tlie -rorioOB spell- 
ings of "Abehede," aow Aldretk A better is Alre-liTthe, the 
Alder-shore ; a better still perhaps, St Etheldreda, or Audrey, 
herself. St Audrey's Causeway lesde to the spot ; St. Andrey'a 
well is, or vas, on the slope above ; and the name of the place 
may be simply Andiey's Hythe. 

VOL. IL I B. t w. 
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alder-bede, through which only the fen-men van- 
dered, with leaping-pole and log canoe.' 

What in the easti The dry laod neai^ the 
island on that side. And it may be that William 
rowed round by Burwell to Fordhwn and Soham, 
and thought of attempting the iBland by way of 
Barraway; and saw beneath him a labyrinth of 
ialands, meres, fens, with the Cam, increassd by the 
Tolnme of the Ouse, spreading far deeper and broader 
than now between Bairaway and Thetford-in-the-Isle ; 
and saw, too, that a disaster in that labyrinth might 
be a destruction.^ 

So he determined on the near and stmght path, 
through Long Stanton and Willingham, down the old 
bridle-way from Willingham ploughed field; — every 
village there, and in the isle likewise, had and has 
still its "field," or ancient clearing of ploughed land, 
— and then to try that terrible half-mile, with the 
course and wit of a general to whom human lives 
were as those of the gnats under the hedge. 

* The "bridge two milea long," which the Liber ElieauB 
says that William made to the west of the iale, u surelj only a 
tTaditional exnggeTBtbu of bis repaira of Aldreth Causeway to 
the Bonth-west Oa the west, the Lile most have been utterly 
imapproachable. 

* It may he well to explain to those who do not know the 
Fens, that the Onse formerly parted at the Isle of Ely, half its 
mtera nmning eastward hj Aldrath Into the Cam, half wander- 
ing northward to inundate vast morasaes to the west of the isle. 
Through those monsses {now fertile fields), and above their 
level, the great works of the Bedford Level now convey the 
Quae straight to the tide at Denver sluice. 
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So all bis host camped ihemaelves in Willingham 
field, by the old eEothwork which men now call 
Belaar's Hills: and down the bridle-way poured 
conntlesB men, bearing tamber and faggota, cut from 
all the hills, that they might bridge the black half- 
" mile. 

They made a narrow firm path through the reeds, 
and down to the brink of the Ouse, if brink it could 
be called, where the water, rising and falling a foot 
or two ea«h tide, covered the floating peat for numy 
yards, before it eank into a brown depth of bottom- 
less slime. They would make a bottom for themselves 
by driving piles. 

The piles would not hold; and they began to 
make a floating bridge with long beams, say the 
chroniclers, and blown-up cattle-hides to float them. 

Soon they made a floating-sow, and thrust it on 
before them as they worked across the stream; for 
they were getting under shot from the island. 

Meanwhile, the besieged had not been idle. They 
had thrown up a turf rampart on the island shore, 
and " ante-muralia et propugnacula," — doubtless, over- 
hanging " hoardings," or scaffolds, through the floor of 
which they could shower down missiles.^ And so they 
awaited the attack, contenting themselves with gliding 
in and out of the reeds in their canoes, and annoying 
the builders with mtows and cross-bow bolts. 

At last the bridge was finished, and the sow safe 

' Was thia "Hereward'B Fort," which was atill shown iu the 
Fen* in the daya of Kogor ot WsudoTor f 
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ocrosa the Westwater; and thniBt in, as far as it 
Tould floaty among the roeds on the high tide. They 
in the fort conld touch it with a pola 

The English would have destroyed it if they could. 
But The Wake bade them leave it alone. He had 
watched all their work, and made up his mind to the 
event 

"The rats have set a trap for themselves," he said 
to his men ; " and we shall be fools to In'eak it up tiU 
tJie rats are safe inside." 

So there Hie huge sow lay, black and silent, show- 
ing nothing to the enemy but a side of strong plank, 
covered with hide to prevent its being burned. It 
Jay there for three hours, and The Wake let it lie. 

He bad never been so cheerful, so confident 
" Play the man tMa day, every one of yon ; and ere 
nightfall you will have taught tlie Frenchman once 
more the lesson of York He seems to have forgotten 
that It is time to remind him of it" 

And he looked to his bow and to his arrows, and 
prepared to play the man himself ; as was the fashion 
in those old days, when a general proved his worth 
by hitting harder and more surely than any of his 
men. 

At last tiie army was in motion, and Willingham 
field opposite was like a crawling ante' nest Brigade 
after br^ade moved down to the reed beds, and the 
assault b^an. 

And now advanced along the causeway, and along 
the bridge, a dark column of men, surmounted by 
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glittering Bteel; knights in complete mail, footmen 
in leather coate and jerkina ; at first orderly enoi^ 
each under the banner of hie lord : but more and more 
mingled and crowded, as each hurried forward, eager 
for hia selfish share of the inestimable treasures of 
Ely. They pushed along the bridge. The mass be- 
came more and more crowded; men stumbled over 
each other, and fell off into the mire and water, call- 
ing vainly for help : bnt their comrades hurried on 
unheeding, in the mad thirst for epolL 

On they came in thousandB ; and fresh thousands 
streamed out of the fields, as if the whole army in- 
tended to pour Itself into the isle at once. 

"They are numberless," said Torfrida, in a serions 
and astonished voice, as she stood by Hereward's side. 

" Would they were!" said Hereward. "Let them 
come on, thick and threefold. The more theb num- 
bers, the fatter will the fish below be, before to- 
morrow morning. Look there, already !" 

And already the bridge was swaying, and sinking 
beneath their weight The men, in places, were 
ankle deep in water. They rushed on all the more 
eagerly ; filled the sow, and swarmed up to its rool 

Then, what with its own weight, what with the 
weight of the laden brii%e which dragged upon it 
from behind, tike hnge sow began to tilt backwards, 
and slide down the slimy bank. 

The men on the top tried vainly to keep their foot- 
ing ; to hnrl grapnels into the ramptot ; to shoot off 
their quarrels and arrows. 
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"Yon mast be quick. Frenchmen," shouted Here- 
ward in derision, "if you mean to come on board 
here." 

The French knew that well: and as Hereward 
spoke, two panels in the front of the sow creaked on 
their hinges, and dropped landward, forming two 
drawbridges, over which reeled to the attack a close 
body of knighte, mingled with soldiers bearing Bcaling 
ladders. 

They recoiled. Between the ends of the draw- 
bridges and the foot of the rampart was some two 
fathoms' breadth of black ooze. The catastrophe 
which The Wake had foreseen was come, and a shout 
of derision arese from the unseen defenders above. 

" Come on, leap it like men ! Send back for your 
horses, knights, and ride them at it like bold hunts- 
men !" 

The front rank could not but rush on : for the 
pressure behind forced them forward, whether they 
would or not In a moment they were wallowing 
waist deep; trampled on; disappearing under their 
struggling comrades, who disappeared in their turn. 

"Lbok, Torfridal If they plant their scaling 
ladders, it will be on a foundation of their comrades' 



Torfrida gave one glance through the openings of 
the hoarding upon the writhing mass below, and 
turned away in horror. The men were not so merci- 
ful, Down between the hoarding beams rained stones, 
javelins, arrows, increasing the agony and death. 
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The scaling ladders would not stand in tlie mire ; if 
they had Btood a moment, the etru^les of the dying 
would have thrown them down. And atill fresh vic- 
tims preaaed on from behind, shouting " Dei Aie ! 
On to the gold of Ely !" and still the sow, under the 
weight, slipped farther and farther back into the 
stream, and the foul gulf widened between besiegers 
and besieged. 

At last one scaling ladder was planted upon the 
hodies of the dead, and hooked firmly on the gunwale 
of the hoarding. Ere it could be hurled off again by 
the English, it was so crowded with men that even 
Hereward's strength was insufficient to lift it oft He 
stood at the top, ready to hew down the fiist-comer ; 
and he hewed him down. 

But the French were not to be daunted. Man 
after man dropped dead from the ladder top, — ^maa 
after man took his place ; sometimes scrambling over 
each other's backs. 

The English, even in the insolence of victory, 
cheered them with honest admiration. "You are 
fellows worth fighting, you French 1" 

"So we are," shouted a knight^ the first and last 
who crossed that parapet; for, tbrusting Hereward 
back with a blow of his sword-hilt, he staggered past 
bim over the hoarding, and fell on his knees. 

A dozen men were upon him: but he was up again 
and shouting : — 

"To me, men at armsl A Dedal A Dedat" 
But no man answered. 
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*' Yield !" qnotii Hereward. 

Sir Deda answered by a Mow on Hereward's helmet, 
which felled The Wake to his knees, and broke the 
sword into twenty splinters. 

"Well hit!" said Hereward, as he rose. "Don't 
toach bim, men ! this is my quarrel now. Yield, sir ! 
you have done enough for your honour. It is, mad- 
ness to throw away your life." 

The knight looked round on the fierce ring of faces, 
in the midst of which he stood alona 

"To none but The Wake." 

"The Wake ami" 

"Ah," Eiaid the knight^ "had I but hit a little 
harder!" 

"You would have broke your sword into more 
sphnters. My armour is encbanted. So yield like a 
reasonable and valiant man." 

"What care 11" said the kn^bt, stepping on to 
the earthwork, and sitting down quietly. " I vowed 
to St Mary and King William that into Ely I would 
get this day : and in Ely I am ; so I have done my 
work." 

"And now you shall taste — as such a gallant 
knight deserves—the hospitality of Ely." 

It was Torfrida who spoke. 

" My husband's prisoners are mine ; and I, when I 
find them sui^ gallant knights as you are, have no 
lighter chuns for them than that which a lady's 
bower can afibrd." 

Sir Deda was going to make an equally courteous 
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answer, when over and above the shouts and curses 
of the combatanta rose a yell so keen, so dreadful, as 
made all hurry forward to the rampart 

That which The Wake had foreseen was come at 
last The bridge, strained more and more by its liv- 
ing burden, and by the falling tide, had parted, — not 
at the Ely end, where the sliding of the bow took off 
the pressure, — ^but at the end nearest the camp. One 
sideway roll it gave, and then, turning over, engulfed 
in t^t foul stream the flower of Norman chivalry ; 
leaving a line — a full quarter of a mile in length — of 
wretches drowning in tlie dark water, or, more hideous 
still, in the bottomless slime of peat and mtid. 

Thousands are said to have perished. Their armour 
and weapons were found at times, by delvers and 
dykers, for centuries after ; are found at times unto 
this day, beneath the rich drained corn-fields which 
now fill up that black half-mile ; or in the bed of the 
oaiTow brook to which the Westwater, robbed of its 
sbreams by the Bedford Level, has dwindled down at 
last 

William, they say, struck his tente and departed 
forthwith, " groaning from deep grief of heart." East- 
ward he went, and encamped the remains of bis army 
at Brandon, where he seema to have begun that castle, 
the ruins of which still exist in Weeting Park bard 
by. He pat a line of sentinels along the Rech-dyke, 
which men now call the Devil's Ditch ; and did his 
best to blockade the isle, as he could not storm it 
And so ended the first battle of Aldreth. 
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HOW SIR DEDA BROUGHT NEWS FROM ELY. 

A MONTH after the fight, there came into the camp at 
Brandon, riding on an ambling pad, himseU fat and 
well-hking, none other than Sir Deda. 

Boisterously he was received, as one aUve from 
the dead; and questioaed aa to his adventures and 



"Adventures I have had, and strange ones; but as 
for sufferings — instead of fetter-galls, I brii^ hack, as 
you see, a new suit of clothes ; instead of an empty 
and starved stomach, a surfeit from good victuals and 
good liquor; and whereas I went into Ely on foot, 
I came out on a fast hackney." 

So into William's tent he went ; and there he told 
his tale. 

"So, Deda, my friend t" quoth the Duke in high 
good humour, for he loved Dedik "You seem to 
have been in good company 1" 

" Never in better, sire, save in your presence. Of 
the earls and knights in Ely, all I can say is, God's 
pity that they we rebels ; for more gallant and cour- 
teous knights or more perfect warriors never saw I 
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neither in Konnandy nor at Constantinople, among 
the Varangers themselves," 

"Eh) and what are the names of these gallants, 
for you have used your eyes and ears, of course )" 

"Edwin and Morcar, the earls — two £ne young 
lads." 

" I fenow it Go on," and a shade passed over 
William's hrow as he thought of his own falsehood, 
and of his fair daughter, weeping in vain for the fair 
bridegroom whom he had promised to her. 

" Siward Barn, as they call him, the boy Oi^ar, 
and Thurkil Bam. Those are the knights. E^lwin, 
bishop of Durham, is there too ; and besides them all, 
and above them all, Hereward The Waka The like of 
that knight I may have seen. His better saw I never." 

" Sir fool ! " said Earl Waixenne, who had not yet 
— small blame to him—foi^otten his brother's death. 
" They have soused thy brains with their muddy ale, 
till thou knowest not friend from foe. What, hast 
thou to come hither praising up to the king's majesty 
ench an outlawed villain as that, with whom no honest 
knight would keep company 1" 

"If you, Earl Warrenne, ever found Deda drunk 
or lying, it is more than the king here has done." 

"Let him speak, Earl," said William, "I have 
not au honester man in my camp ; and he speaks for 
my information, not for yours." 

"Then for yours will I speak, Sir King. These 
men treated me knightly, and sent me away without 
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"They had on eye to their own profit, it aeeme," 
grumbled the earL 

"But force me they did to Bvear on the holy 
Gospels that I should tell your majesty the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the tnith. And I keep 
my oath," quoth Deda. 

"Go on, then, vithout fear or favour. Are there 
any other men of note in the isl&nd!" 

"No." 

"Are they in want of provisionfi)" 

"Look how they have fattened me." 

" What do they complain of T" 

" I will tell you, Sir King The monks, like many 
more, took fright at the coming over of our French 
men <A God to eet right all their filthy barbarous iraya ; 
and that ia why they threw Ely open to the rebels." 

" I will be even with the aots," quoth William. 

" However they think that dai^r blown over jnat 
now ; for they have a story among them, whidi, as 
my Lord ^e King never heard before, he may as well 
hear now." 

"EhJ" 

" How yomr majesty should hare sent across the 
sea a whole shipload of French monks." 

"That have I, and will more, tiU I reduce these 
swine into something like obedience to his Holiness 
of Rome." 

"Ah, but your majesty has not heard how one 
Bruman, a valiant English knight, was sailing on the 
sea and caught those monks. Whereon he tied a 
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great sack to the ship's head, and cut the bottom out, 
and made every one of those monks get into that sack 
and so fall through into the sea ; whereby he rid the 
monks of Ely of their rivals." 

" Piah ! why tell me such an old wives' fable, 
knight 1" 

"Because the monks believe that old wives' fable, 
and are st«ut-hearted and atifiiiecked accordingly." 

"The blood of martyra is the seed of the church," 
said William's chaplain, a pupil and friend of Lan- 
franc: "and if these men of Belial drowned every 
man of God in Normandy, ten would spring up in 
their places to convert this benighted and besotted 
land of Simonitea and Balaamites, whose priests, like 
the brutes which perish, scruple not to defile them- 
selves, and the service of the altar, with things which 
they impudently call their wives." 

"We know that, good chaplain," quoth Wilham 
impatiently. He had enough of that language from 
Lanfranc himself ; and, moreover, was tJunking more 
of the Isle of Ely, than of the celibacy of the clergy. 

"WeU, SirDeda)" 

"So they have got together all their kin; for 
among these monks every one is kin to a thane, or 
knight, or even an earl : and there they are, brother 
by brother, cousin by cousin, knee to knee, and back 
to back, like a pack of wolves, and that in a hold 
which you will not enter yet awhile." 

"Does my friend Deda doubt his Duke's skill at 
katl" 
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"Sir Duie — Sir King I mean now, for king you 
are and deserve to be^ — I know what you can do. ■ I 
remember how we took England at one blow on Sen- 
lac field : but see yon here, Sir King, how will you 
take an island with four such saints to guard it as 
St Etheldreda, St Withberga, SL Sexberga, and St 
ErmenUdat" ' 

" By promising the holy ladies," said William, with 
a smile, " to honour them better than ever did yet an 
English swine." • 

" Amen : but again, hate will you take an island 
where four kings such as you (if the world would hold 
four such at once) could not stop one churl from 
ploi^hing the land, or one birdcatcher from setting 
lime- twigs 1"^ 

" And what if I cannot stop the birdcatdhers 1 Do 
they expect to lime Frenchmen as easily as sparrowst" 

" Sparrows I It is not aparrows that I have been 
fattening on this last month. I tell you, sire, I have 
seen wild-fowl alone in that island enough to feed 
titem all the year round. I was there in the monltii^ 
tjme, and saw them take — one day one hundred, one 
two hundred; and once, as I am a belted knight, a 
thousand duck out of one single mere.^ There is a 
wood there, widi herons sprawling about the tree-tops 

' I have followed Deda's account of Ely and its folk, as 
given both in the Peterborongh MSS., and in the Liber Eliensis, 
almost word for word thronghoat. 

' Ficednlie (beccaflcos, b; which the good monk means 
wheat«ats and such small birds), coots, divers, "watetcrows," 
cranes, and dacks. 



UigniaOb, Google 



HOW SIR DEDA BBOUGHT BEWS FROM ELY. 127 

— I did not think there were ao many in the world ; 
ottera and weasels, ermines and pole-cats, for fur robes ; 
and fiah for Lent and Fridays in every puddle and 
leat — pike and perch, roach and eels, on every old 
wife's table; while the knights think scorn of any- 
thing worse than smelt and burbot^ 

"Splendeur Dei!" quoth William, who, Norman- 
like, did not dislike a good dinner. "I must keep 
Lent in Ely before I die." 

" Then yon had best make peace with the burbot- 
eating kn^hts, my lord." 

*'But have they flesh-meat?" 

"The island is half of it a garden — richer land, 
they say, is none in these realms, and I believe it : 
but, besides that, there ia a deer-park there with a 
thousand head in it, red and fallow, beside hares ; and 
plenty of swine and goats^ in woods, and sheep, and 
cattle : and if they fail there are plenty more to be 
got, they know where," 

" They know where 1 Do you. Sir Knight V asked 
William keenly. 

"Out of every httle island in their fens, for forty 
miles on end. There are the herds fattening them- 

■ " lanQmerable eels, great wnter-wolTea and pickerel, 
perches, roaehee, borbola, and mnramas, which we call water- 
serpents." (Tlieaa last seem to be mythical, unless the sUurnB 
glania still lingered, ss it may have doDE, in the waters of the 
Onae). "Sometimes also iaicii (smelts, I presnme, ss they are 
BtUl abundant in tha Ouse) and the royal fiah rmnbus" {turbot}: 
Bnrely a misnomer for the sturgeon. 

* That the goat as well as the stag was common in the fens, 
the honiH found in peat and gravel testify. 
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selves on the richest pastures in the land, and no man 
needing to herd them, for they are all safe among 
dykea and merea." 

"I will make my boats sweep their fens dear of 
every head " 

" Take care, my Lord King, lest never a boat come 
back from that errand. With their narrow flat- 
bottomed ptmts, cut out of a single log, and their 
leaping-poles, wherewith they fly over dykes of thirty 
feet in width — they can ambuscade in those reed-beds 
and alder -beds. Mil whom they will, and then flee 
away through the marsh, hke so many horse-flies. 
And if not, one trick have they left, which they never 
try save when driven into a comer: but from that 
may all saints save ua !" 

"What then 1" 

"Firing the reeds." 

"And destroying their own covert" 

"True : therefore they will only do it in despair." 

"Then to despair will I drive them, and try their 
worst. So these monks are as stout rebels as the 

" I only say what I saw. At the hall-table there 
dined each day maybe some fifty belted knights, with 
every one a monk next to tiim ; and at the high table 
the abbot, and the earla, and Hereward and his lady. 
And behind each knight, and each monk likewise, 
hui^ against the wall, lance and shield, helmet and 
hauberk, sword and axe." 

"To monk as well as knight!" 
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"As I am a knight myself ; and were as well used, 
too, for aught I saw. The moiiks took turns with 
the knighta as sentries, and as foragers likewise ; and 
the knighta themaelTes told me openly, the monka 
were as good men as they." 

"As wicked, you mean," groaned the chaplain. 
"Oh, accursed and hloodthirsty race, why does not 
the earth open and swallow yon, with Korah, Dathan, 
and Abiram 1" 

" They would not care," quoth Deda. " They are 
bom and bred in the bottomless pit already. They 
would jump over, or flounder out, as they do to their 
own bogs every day." 

"You spe^ irreverently, my friend," quoth 
William. 

"Ask those who are in camp, aud not me. Aa 
for whither they went, or how, the English were not 
likely to tell me. All that I know is, that I saw 
fresh cattle come in every few days, and fresh farms 
burnt, too, on the Norfolk side. There were farms 
burning only last night, between here and Cambridge. 
Ask your sentinels on the Eech-dyke how that came 
about"' 

"I can answer that," quoth a voice from the other 
end of the tent. "I was on the Rech-dyke last 

I See § 23 of the De Gestis Herewardi, preaumed to be by 
Eicbard of Ely, " And while ha had hardly finished his speech," 
6ta Those who lova to investigafo the growth of mytha, may 
profitably amoae theniBelves by comparing that accoant with 
% 106 of the Libet EUenais. The omissions will be as iuatmctlre 
aa tbe insertious. 

VOL. IL K ". T. w. 
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night, close dowD to the fen — worse luck and shame 
for me," 

" Answer, then I " quoth William, with one of his 
fiercest oaths, glad to have some one on whom he 
could turn his rage and disappointment. 

"There came seven men in a boat up from Ely 
yestereven, and five of them were monis ; they came 
up from Burwell fen, and plundered and burnt Bur- 
well town." 

"And where were all you mighty men of war?" 

" Ten of ours ran down to stop them, with Richard, 
Viscount Osbert's nephew, at their head. The villains 
came at a foot's pace up the Rech-dyke, and attacked 
them at lance-point; and before we could get to 
them " 

"Thy men had run of course." 

"They were every one dead or wounded, save 
Bichard ; and he was fighting single-handed with an 
Enghshman, while the other six stood around, and 
looked on." 

"Then they fought fairlyl" stud Wilham. 

"As f^rly, to do them justice, as if they hadbeen 
Frenchmen, and not En^ish churls. As we came 
down along the dyke, a little man of them steps 
between the two, and strikes up their swords as if 
they had been two reeds. ' Come ! ' cries he, ' enough 
of this. You are two stout knights well matched, 
and you can fight out this any other day;' and 
away he and his men go down the dyke end to the 
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" Leaving Bichard safe !" 

" Wonnded a little — but Bafe enough," 

" And then !" 

"We followed tbem to the boat as hard as we 
could; killed one of their boatmen with a javelin, 
and caught anoUieT." 

"Knightly done!" and William ewore an awful 
oath, "and worthy of raliant Frenchmea These 
Enghsh set you the example of chivalry by letting 
your comrade fight his own battle fairly, inst«ad of 
setting on him altogether; and you repay them by 
hunting them down with darts, because yon dare not 
go within sword's -stroke of better men than your- 
selves. Go. I un ashamed of you. No, stay. 
Where is your prisoner 1 For, Splendeur Dex, I will 
send him back safe and sound in return for Deda, to 
tell the knights of Ely that if they know bo well the 
courtesies of war, William of Rouen does toa" 

" The prisoner, sire," quoth the knight, trembling, 



"You have not murdered him 1" 

" Heaven forbid ! but " 

" He broke his bonds and escaped ?" 

" Gnawed them through, sire, as we supposed, and 
escaped through the mire in the dark, after the 
fashion of these accursed frogs of Girvians." 

"But did he tell you nought ere he bade you good 
morning t" 

" He told us the names of all the seven. He that 
beat down the swords was Hereward himself." 
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"I thought as much. When sh&ll I hare that 
fellow at my side ?" 

"He that foagbt Bichard was one WenocL" 

" I have hcasd of him." 

"He that we took was Azer the Hardy, a monk 
of Nicole — Licola And the rest were Taretan the 
Yomiger; one Siward, another monk; Leofric the 
Deacon, Horeward's minstrel ; and Botcr, the traitor 
monk of St Edmunds." 

"And if I catch them," quoth William, "I will 
make an abbot of every one of them." 

"Siret" qnoth the chaplain, in a deprecating tone. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

HOW EEREWARD PLAYED THE POTTER; AND HOW 
HE CHEATED THE KING. 

They' of Ely were now much atraitened, being shut in 
both by land and water ; and what was to be done, 
either by themselvea or by the king, they knew not 
"Would WiUiam simply starve them ; or at least infict 
on them so perpetual a Lent — for of fish there could 
be no lack, even if they ate or drove away all the 
fowl — as would tame down their proud spirits ; which 
a diet of fish and vegetables, from some ludicrous 
theory of monastic physicians, was supposed to do 1 • 
Or was he gathering vast armies, from they knew not 
whence, to try, onco and for aU, another assault on 
the island — it might be from several points at once ) 

They must send out a spy, and find out news from 
the outer world, if news were to be gotten. But who 
would go ) 

So asked the bishop, and the abbot, and the earls, 
in council in the abbot's lodging. 

^ Th« Coniish — the stoutest, tallest, and most prolific race 
of the South — live oa hardly ODjrthmg else but fish eai yega- 
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Torfrida waa among them. She waa always among 
them now. She was their AJnina-wife, their wise 
woman, whose connseU all received as more than 
hmnaii. 

" I will go," said she, rising up like a goddess on 
Olympus. "I will cut off my hair, and put on boy's 
clothes, and smirch myself brown with walnut-leaves ; 
and I will go. I can talk thoir French tongue. I 
know their French ways ; and aa for a story to cover 
my jonmey and my doings, tnist a woman's wit to 
invent that" 

They looked at her, with delight in her courage, 
but with doubt 

" If William's French grooms got hold of you, Tor- 
frida, it would not be a little walnut -brown which 
would hide you," said Hereward. "But it is like you 
to offer, — worthy of yon, who have no peer." 

"That she has not," quoth churchmen and soldiers 
alika 

" Nevertheless — to send you would be to send The 
Wake's praying half ; and that would be had religion. 
The Wake's fighting half is going, while yon pray here 
as well as watch." 

"Uncle, uncle!" said the young earls, "send 
Winter, Geri, Leofwin Prat, any of your good men : 
but not yourself. If we lose you, we lose our head 
and our Mng." 

And all begged Hereward to let any man go, 
rather than himself. 

" I am going, lords and knights ; and what Here- 
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ward says he does. It is one day to Brandon. It 
inaiy be two daye back ; for if I miscarry — as I most 
likely shall — I must come home round about On the 
fourth day, you shall hear of me or from me. Gome 
with me, Torfrid^" 

And he strode out 

He cropped his golden locks, he cropped hia golden 
beard ; and Torfrida wept, as she cropped them, half 
with fear for him, half for sorrow over his shorn 
glories. 

" I am no Sanson, my lady ; my strength lieth not 
in my locks. Now for some rascal's clothes — as little 
dirty as you can get me, for fear of company." 

And Hereward put on filthy garments ; and taking 
mare SwaUow with him, got into a barge and went 
across the river to Soham. 

He could not go down the Qreat Ouse, and up the 
Little Onse, which was his easiest way, for the French 
held all the river below the isle ; and, beside, to have 
come straight from Ely might caose suspicion. So 
he went down to Fordham, and crossed the Lark at 
Mildenhall ; and just before he got to Mildenhall, he 
met a potter carrying pots apon a pony. 

"Halt, my stout churl," quoth he, "and put thy 
pots on my mare's back." 

" The man who wants them must fight for them," 
quoth that stout churl, raising a heavy staff. 

" Then here is he that will," quoth Hereward ; and, 
jumping off his maxe, he twisted the staff out of the 
potter's hands, and knocked him down therewith. 
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"That will teatJi thee to know an Englishman 
when thou seest him." 

"I have met my master," quoth the churl, rubbing 
his head. " But dog doea not eat di^ ; and it is hard 
to be robbed by an Englishman, after being robbed a 
dozen times by the French." 

" I will not rob thee. There is a silver penny for 
thy pots and thy coat — for that I must have likewise. 
And if thou tollest to mortal man aught about ^s, I 
will find those who will cut thee up for d<^' meat ; 
but if not, then turn thy horse's head and ride back 
to Ely, if thon canst cross the water, and say what has 
befallen thee ; and thou wilt find there an abbot who 
will give thee another penny for thy newa" 

So Hereward t«ok the pots, and the potter's clay- 
greased coat, and went on through Mildenhall, "cry- 
ing," saith the chronicler, "after the manner of 
potters, in the English tongue, ' Pots ! pots I good 
pots and pans I ' " 

But when he got through Mildenhall, and well mto 
the rabbit-warrens, be gave mare Swallow a kick, and 
went over the heath so fast northward, that his pote 
danced such a dance as broke half of them before he 
got to Brandoa 

"Never mind," quoth he, "they will think that I 
have sold Uiem." And when he neared Brandon he 
pulled up, sorted his pots, kept the whole ones, threw 
the shreds at the rabbits, and walked on into Brandon 
solenmly, leading the mare, and cryii^, "Pots!" 

So "semper marcida et deformis aspectu" — lean 
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and ill-lookiiig — was that famouB mare, says the 
chronicler, that no one would suspect her splendid 
powers, or take her for anything but a potter's nag, 
when she was caparisoned in proper character. Here- 
ward felt thoroughly at home in his part ; as able to 
play the Englishman vhich ho was by rearing, as the 
Frenchman which he was by education. He was full 
of heart and -happy. He enjoyed the keen fresh air 
of the warrens ; he enjoyed the ramble out of the isle, 
in which he had been cooped up so long ; he enjoyed 
the jest of the thing — disguise, stratagem, adventure, 
danger. And so did the English, who adored him. 
None of The Wake's crafty deeds is told so carefully 
and lovii^ly; and none, doubt it not, was so often 
sung in after years by farm-house hearths, or in the 
outlaws' lodge, as this. £obin Hood himself may 
have trolled out many a time, in do^erel strain, how 
Hereward played the potter. 

And he came to Brandon, to the "king's court," 
from which Wilham could command the streams of 
Wissey and Little Ouse, with all their fens ; and saw 
with a curse the new buildings of Weeting Castle — 
like the rest, of which Sir F. Palgrave eloquently says 
— "New, and strong and cruel in their strength — how 
the Englishmen inust have loathed the damp smell of 
the fresh mortu', and the sight of the heaps of rubble, 
and the chippings of the stone, and the blurring of the 
lime upon the green award; and how hopeless he 
must have felt when the great gates opened, and the 
wains were drawn in, heavily laden with the salted 
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beeves, and the s&cka of coin and meal furnished by 
the Bojal demesnes, tite manors which had belonged to 
Edward the Confessor, now the spoil of the stranger : 
and when he looked into the Castle court, thronged 
by the soldiers in bright mail, and heard the carpentere 
working upon the ordnance, — every blow and stroke, 
even of the hammer or mallet, speakii^ the language 
of defianca" 

These things The Wake saw : and felt, like others, 
hopeless for the moment. And there rang in his ears 
his own message to William, "When thou art king 
of all England, I will put my hands between thine, 
and be thy man." 

"He is not king of all England yet !" thought he 
again ; and drew himself up so proudly, that one pass- 
ing by jeered him— 

" There goes a bold swa^erer enough, to be selling 
pots abroad." The Wake slouched his shoulders ; and 
looked as mean a churl as ever. Next he oast about 
for a night's lodging, for it was dark. 

Outside the town was a wretched cabin of mud and 
turf — such a one as Irish folk live in to this day ; and 
Hereward said to himself, "This is bad enough to be 
good enough for me." 

So he knocked at the door; and knocked till it 
was opened and a hideous old crone put out her 
bead. 

" ^Vho wants to see me at this time of night V 

" Any one would who had heard how beautiful you 
are. Do you want any pota 1" 
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" Pote 1 What have I to do with pota, thou saucy 
fellow 1 I thought it was some one wanting a charm." 
And she ehut the door. 

"A charm!" thought Hereward. "Maybe she 
can tell me news, if she be a witch. They are shrewd 
souls, these witches, and know more than they telL 
And if I can get any news, I care not if Satan brings 
it in persoa" 

So he knocked ^ain, till tbe old woman looked 
oat once more, and bade him angrily be ofil 

" Bat I am belated here, good dame, and afraid of 
the French, And I will give thee the best bit of clay 
on my mare's back— pot — pan — panshin — crock — jug, 
or what thou wilt, for a night's lodging." 

" Have yon any little jars^jars no longer than my 
handl" asked she; for she used them in her trade, 
and had broken one of late : but to pay for one she 
had neither money nor mind. So she agreed to let 
Hereward sleep there, for the value of two jars. — "But 
what of that ugly brute of a horse of thine 1" 

"She will do well enough in the turf-shed." 

" Then thou must pay with a panshin." 

"Ugh!" groaned Hereward ; " thou drivest a hard 
bai^ain, for an Englishwoman, with a poor English- 

" How knowest thou that I am English V 
"So much the better if thou art not," thought 
Hereward; and bargained with her for a panshin 
against a lodging for the horse in the turf-house, and 
a bottle of bad hay. 
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Then he vent in, bringing hia panniers with Tiini 
with ostentatious c&re. 

"Thou canst sleep there on the nishe& I have 
nought to give thee to eat" 

"Nought needs noi^ht," said Hereward; threw 
himself down on a bundle of rush, and in a few 
minutes snored loudly. 

But he was never lees asleep. He looked round 
the whole place and he listened to eveij word. 

The devil, as usual, was a bad paj^naater; for the 
witch's cabin seemed only somewhat more miserable 
than that of other old women. The floor was mud, 
the rafters uncoiled ; the stars shone through the tuif 
roof. The only hint of her trade was a hangjng shelf, 
on which stood five or six little earthen jars, and a 
few paoteta of leaves. A parchment, scrawled with 
characters which the owner herself probably did not 
nnderstand, hung agunst the cob wall ; and a human 
skull — probably used only to frighten her patients — 
dangled from the roof-tree. 

But in a comer, stuck against the wall, was some- 
thing which chilled Hereward's blood a Uttle ; a dried 
human hand, which he knew must have been stolen 
off the gallows, gripping in its flesblesa fingers a 
caudle, which he knew was made of human fat That 
candle, he knew, duly lighted and carried, would 
enable the witch to walk unseen into any house on 
earth, yea, through the court of King William 
himself, while it drowned all men in preternatural 
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Hereward wae very mnch frightened. He believed 
devoutly in the powers of a witch. 

So he trembled on his rushes, and wished himself 
safe throngh that adventure, without being turned 
into a hare or a woU. 

" I would sooner he a wolf than a hare, of course : 
but — who comes here J" 

And to the first old crone, who sat winking her 
bleared eyee^ and warming her bleared hands over a 
little heap of peat in the middle of the cabin, entered 
another crone, if possible ugher. 

" Two of them ! If I am not roasted and eaten 
this night, I am a lucky man." 

And Hereward crossed himself devoutly, imd in- 
voked St Ethelfrida of Ely, St Guthlac of Crowland, 
St Felix of Ramsey — to which last saint, he recol- 
lected, he had been somewhat remiss : but, above all, 
St Peter of Peterborough, whose treasures he had 
given to the Danes. And he a^ued stoutly with St 
Peter and with his own conscience, that the means 
sanctify the end, and that he had done it all for the 
best 

"If thou wilt help me out of this strait, and the 
rest^ blessed Apostle, I wiD give thee— I will go to 
Constantinople but what I will win it — a golden table, 
twice as filne as those villains carried off; and one of 
the Bourne manors — Witham — or Toft — or Main- 
thorpe — whichever pleases thee best, in full fee ; and 
a — and a " 

But while Hereward was casting in his mind what 
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gewgaw further might suffice to appease the Apostle, 
he was recalled to buaineBS and common seiiBe by 
hearing the two old haga talk to each other in 
French. 

His hewt leaped for joy, and he forgot St. Peter 
utterly. 

"Well, how have you sped) Have you seen the 
king!" 

"No; but Ivo Taillebois. Ehf Who the foul 
fiend have you lying there 1" 

"Only an English brute. He cannot understand 
ua Talk on : only don't wake the hog. Have you 
got the gold J" 
"Nevermind." 

Then there was a grumbling and a quarrelling, 
from which Hereward understood that the gold was 
to bo shared between them. 

"But it is a bit of a chain. To cat it will spoil it" 
The other insisted ; and he heard them chop the 
gold chain in two. 
"And is this all V 

"I had work enough to get that He said, no 
play no pay ; and he would give It me after the isle 
was taken. But I told b'"i my spirit was a Jewish 
spirit, that used to serve Solomon the Wise ; and he 
would not serve me, much less come over the sea 
from Normandy, unless he smelt gold ; for he loved 
it like any Jew." 

"And what did you tell him thenV' 

"That the king must go back to Aldreth again ; 



UiBnieOb, Google 



AND BOW HE CHEATED THE KING. 143 

for only from thence would he take the iale ; for— 
&nd that waa true enough — I dreamt I saw all the 
water of Aldreth full of wolves, clamberiDg over into 
^e island on each other's backs." 

" That means that some of them wiU be drowned." 

"Let them drown. I left him to find oat that 
part of the dream himself. Theu I told him how he 
must make another causeway, bi^ei and stronger 
than the last, and a tower on which I could stand 
and curse the EngHsL And I promised him to bring 
a storm right in the faces of the English, so that 
they could neither fight nor see." 

" But if the storm does not come 1" 

"It will come. I know the signs of the sky — who 
better 1 — and the weather wiD break up in a week. 
Therefore I told him he must begin his works at 
once, before the rain came on; and that we would 
go and ask the guardian of the well > to tell us the 
fortunate day for attacking." 

"That is my business," said the other; "and my 
spirit likes the smell of gold as well as yours. Little 
you would hare got from me, if you had not given 
me half the chain." 

Then tlie two rose. 

"Let us see whether the English hog is asleep." 

One of them came and listened to Hereward's 
breatMng, and put her hand upon his chesL His 
hair stood on end ; a cold sweat came over him. But 
he snored more loudly than ever. 

> "Cnatodem fontinm," tbegasrduai aptiit. 
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The tvo old cronea went oat satisfied. Then 
Hereward rose, and glided after them. 

They w^ect down a meadow to a little well, which 
Hereward had marked as he rode thither hung round 
with hits of rag and flowera, as similar " holy wells " 
are decorated in Ireland to this day. 

He hid hehind a hedge, and watched them stoop- 
ing over the well, mumbling he knew not what of 
cantrips. 

Then there was a silence, and a tinkling sound as 
of water. 

" Once — twice — thrice," counted the witches. Nine 
times he counted the t.inlrling sound. 

"The ninth day — the ninth day, and the king 
shall take Ely," said one in a cracked scream, rising 
and shaking her fist towards the isle. 

Hereward was more than half-minded to have put 
his dagger — ^the only weapon which he had — into the 
two old beldames. But the fear of an outcry kept 
him BtilL He had found out already so much, that 
he was determined to find out mora So to-morrow 
he would go up to the Court itself, and take what 
luck sent. 

He slipt hack to the cabin, and lay down again ; 
and as soon as he had seen the two old cronea safe 
asleep, fell asleep himself, and waa so tired that be 
laid till the sun was high. 

'Get up !" screamed the old dame at last, kicking 
him, " or I shall make yoa give me another crock for 
a double night's rest" 
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He paid his lodging, put the panniers on the mare, 
and went on crying pota. 

When he came to the enter gateway of the Court, 
he tied up the mare, and earned the crockery in on 
his own back, boldly. The scuUiooa saw him ; and 
called him into the kitchen, to see hia crockery, with- 
out the least intention of paying for what they took, 

A man of rank belonging to the Court came in, 
and stared fixedly at Hereward 

"You are migbtUy like that villain Hereward, 
man," quoth he. 

"Anon?" asked Hereward, looking as stupid as he 
could. 

"If it were not for his brown face and his short 
hair, he is as like that fellow as a chuil can be to a 
knight" 

"Bring him into the hall," quoth another; "and 
let us see if any man knows him." 

Into the great hall he was brought, and stared at 
by knights and squires: He bent hia knees, rounded 
his shoulders, and made himself look as mean as he 
could. 

Ivo Taillebois and Earl Warrenne came down and 
had a look at him. 

"Hereward?" said Ivo. " I wiD warrant that little 
slouching cur is not he. Hereward must be half aa 
big i^ain, if it be true that be can kill a man with 
one blow of his fist" 

" You may try the truth of that for yourself some 
day," thought Hereward 

VOL. n. L H. I. w. 
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" Does any one here talk English 1 Let us ques- 
tion the fellow," said Earl Warreiinc. 

"Herewwd) Hereward) Who wants to know 
about that Tillain )" answered the potter, as soon ae 
he was asked in EngUsh. "Would to heaven he 
were here, and I could see some of you noble knighte 
and earia paying him for me; for I owe him more 
than ever I shall pay myselt" 

"What does he meani" 

" He came out of the isle ten days ago, nig^ on to 
evening, and drove off a cow of mine and four sheep, 
which was all my living, noble kn^hts, save these 
pots." 

"And where is he since t" 

"In the isle, my lords, well-nigh starved, and his 
folk falling away from him daily, from hunger and 
ague-fits. I doubt if there be a hundred sound men 
left in Ely." 

" Have you been in thither, then, villain 1" 

" Heaven forbid I I in Ely 1 I in the wolf's den I 
If I went in with naught but my sTdTi, they would 
have it off me before I got out again. Ah, if your 
lordships would but come down, and make cm end of 
him once for all ; for he is a great tyrant, and terrible, 
and devours us poor folk like so many mites in his 
cheese." 

"Take this babbler into the kitchen and feed him," 
quoth Earl Warrenne ; and so the colloquy ended. 

Into the kitchen i^in the potter went The 
king's luncheon was preparing ; so he listened to the 
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chatter; and picked up this at least which was 
valuable to him; that the witches' story was true; 
that a great attack would be made from Aldreth : 
that boate had been ordered up the river to Coting- 
lade,i and pioneers and entrenching tools were to be 
sent on that day to the old causeway. 

But soon be had to take care of himself. Earl 
Warrenne's commands to feed him were construed by 
the cook'boya and BcuUions into a command to make 
him drunk likewise. To make a laughing-stock of 
an Englishman was too tempting a jest to be resisted; 
and Hereward was drenched (says the chronicler) 
with wine and beer, and sorely baited and badgered. 
At last one rascal hit upon a notable plan. 

" Pluck out the English hog's hair and beard, and 
put him blindfold in the midst of his pots, and see 
what a smash we shall have." 

Hereward pretended not to understand the words, 
which were spoken in French ; but when they were 
interpreted to him, he grew somewhat red about the 

Submit he would not But if he defended himself, 
and made an uproar in tho king's Court, he might 
very likely find himself riding Odin's horse before 
the hour was out. However, happily for him, the 
wine and beer had made him stout of heart, and 
when one fellow hud hold of his board, he resisted 
sturdily. 

I Seemingly a lade, leat, or canal, throngh Cotteuham Fen 
to the Weatwdtet ; probably a Eoman vatk, now obliterated. 
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The man Btruck him, and that hard. Hereward, 
hot of temper, and careless of life, struck him again, 
light under the ear. 

The fellow dropt for dead. 

Up leapt cook -boys, scullions, "l^henrs" {who 
hmig about the kitchen to "l^her," lick the platters), 
and all the foul-mouthed raecahty of a great mediEeval 
household, and attacked Hereward "cum furcis et 
tridentibus," with forks and flesb-hooks. 

Then was Hereward aware of a great broach, or 
spit^ before the fire; and recollecting how he had 
used such a one as a boy against the monks of Peter- 
boroi^h, was minded to nse it against the cooks of 
Brandon; which he did so heartily, that in a few 
moments he had killed one, and driven the others 
backwEud in a heap. 

But his case was hopelesa. He was soon over 
powered by numbers from outside, and dragged into 
the hall, to receive judgment for the mortal crime of 
slaying a man within the precincts of the Courts 

He kept up heart. He knew that the king was 
there ; he knew that he should most likely get justice 
from the king. If not, he could but discover himself, 
and so save his life, for that William would kill him 
willingly, he did not beheve. 

So be went in boldly and willingly, and up the 
hall, where, on the dais, stood William the Norman. 

William bad finished his luncheon, and was stand- 
ii^ at die board-dda A p^e held water in a silver 
basin, in which he was washing his hands. Two more 
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knelt, and laced his long boots ; for he was, as always, 
going a-hunting. 

Then Hereward looked at the face of the great 
man, and felt at once that it wta the face of the 
greatest man whom he had ever met 

" I am not that man's match," said he to himsell 
" Perhaps it will all end in being his man, and he my 
master." 

"Silence, knaves!" said William, "andapeakone 
of yon at a time. How came tlm t" 

"A likely story, forsooth!" said he, when he had 
heard. " A poor English potter comes into my court, 
and murders my men under my very eyes for mere 
sport I do not believe you, rascals 1 You, churl," 
and he spoke through an English interpreter, "tell 
me your tale, and justice you shall have or take, as you 
deserve. I am the King of England, man, and I know 
your tongue, though I speak it not yet, more pity." 

Hereward fell on his knees. 

" If you are indeed my lord the king, then I am 
safe ; for there ia justice in you : at least so all men 
say." And he told Ms tale manfully. 

" Splcndeur Dex ! but this is a far likelier story, 
and I believe it Hark you, you ruffians ! Here am 
I, trying to conciliate these English by justice and 
mercy, whenever they will let me : and here are you 
outraging them, and driving them mad and desperate, 
just that you may get a handle against them, and thus 
rob the poor wretches and drive them into the forest 
From the lowest to the highest — from Ivo Taillebois 
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there, down to you cook-boys — you are &11 at the same 
gama And I will stop it 1 The next time I bear c^ 
outrage to unarmed man or harmless woman, I will 
bang that culprit, were he Odo my brother himself." 

This excellent speech was enforced with oathB ao 
strange and terrible, that Ito Taillebois shook in bis 
boots; and the chaplain prayed fervently that the 
roof might not fall in on their heads. 

"Thou smilest, nuuit" said WiUiam, quickly, to 
the kneeling Hereward. "So Uioa undeietandest 
French 1" 

"A few words only, most giadous king, which 
we potters pick up, wandering everywhere with our 
wares," said Hereward, speaking in French; for so 
keen was William's eye, that he thought it safer to 
play no tricks with him. 

Neveirtbelesa, be miade his French so execrable, 
that the very scullions grinned, in spite of their fe^. 

"Look you," said William, "you are no common 
chnrl; you have fought too well for that. Let me 
see your arm." 

Hereward drew up his sleeve. 

"Potters do not carry sword -scars like those; 
neither are they tattooed like English Thanes. Hold 
up thy head, man, and let us see thy throat." 

Hereward, who bad carefully bung down his head 
to prevent his tbroat-pattems being seen, was forced 
to hft it up. 

"Aba I So I e^qiected. There is fair ladies' work 
there; Is not this he who was said to be so like 
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Herewardl Very good. Put him in vard till I come 
back from honting. But do Iiim no hann. For" — 
and William fixed on Hereward eyes of the most in- 
tense intelligence — "were he Hereward himself, I 
should be right glad to see Hereward safe and sound ; 
my mtm at lost, and earl of all between Humber and 
the FenB," 

But Hereward did not rise at the bait With a 
face of stupid and ludicrous terror, he made reply in 
broken French. 

" Have mercy, mercy, Lord King I Make not that 
fiend earl over na Even Ito Tailleboia there would 
be better than he. Send him to be eail over the 
imps in hell, or over the wild Welsh who are worse 
atill : but not over ns, good Lord King, whom he 
hath polled and peeled till we are " 

"Silence! "said William, laughing, as did all round 
him. "Thou art a cunning n^e enough, whoever 
thou art. Go into limbo, and behave Myself till I 
come back" 

"All saints send your grace good sport, and there- 
by me a good deliverance," quoth HerewM^, who 
knew that his fate might depend on the temper in 
which William returned. So he was thrnst into an 
outhouse, and there locked up. 

He sat on an empty barrel, meditating on the 
chances of his submitting to the king after all, when 
the door opened, and in strode one with a drawn 
sword in one hand, and a pair of leg-shackles in the 
other. 
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" Hold out thy ehinfi, fellow ! Thoa art not going 
to git &t thine ease there like an abbot, after killing 
one of us grooms, and bringing the rest of ua into 
di^irace. Hold oat th^y l^s, I say !" 

*' Nothing easier," qaoth Hereward cheerfully, and 
held out a 1^ But when the man stooped to put on the 
fetters, he received a kick which sent him sta^ering. 

After which he recollected very little, at least in 
this world. For Hereward cut off his head with bis 
own sword. 

After which (says the chronicler) he broke away 
out of the house, and over garden walls and palings, 
hiding and running, till he got to the front gate, and 
leaped upon mare Swallow. 

And none saw him, save one unlucky groom-boy, 
who stood yelling and cursing in front of the mare's 
head, and went to seize her bridle. 

Whereon, between the imminent danger and the 
bad lai^uage, Hereward's blood rose, and he smote 
that unlucky groom-boy : but whether he slew him or 
not, the chronicler had rather not say. 

Then he shook np mare Swallow, and with one 
great shoot of "A Wake! A Wake!"rode for his life, 
with knights and squires (for the hue and cry was 
raised) galloping at her heels. 

Who then were astonished but those knights, as 
they saw the ugly potter's garrou gaining on them, 
length after length, till she and her rider had left 
them far behind t 

Who then was proud but Hereward, as the mare 
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tacked her great thighs under her, and Bvept on over 
heath and rabbit -burrow, over rnah and fen, aoimd 
ground and rotten all aUke to that enormouB stride, 
to that keen bright eye which foresaw every footfall, 
to that n^ing shoulder which picked her up again at 
every stagger 1 

Hereward laid the bridle on her neck, and let her 
go. Fall she could not, and tire she could not ; and 
he half wished she might go on for ever. Where 
could a man be better, than on a good horse, with all 
the cares of this life blown away out of hia brains by 
the keen air which rushed around his temples T And 
he galloped on, as cheery as a boy, shouting at the 
rabbits as they scuttled from under his feet, and 
laughing at the dotterel as they postured and anticed 
on the mole-hills. 

But when he got through Mildenhall, he began to 
think how he shonld get home to Ely. 

The hue and cry wbnld be out against hiuL The 
porta and ferries to the east of the isle as far south as 
Cambridge would be guarded ; and all the more aurely, 
on account of the approaching attack. True, he knew 
many a path and ford which the French could not 
know; but he feared to trust himself in the labyrinth 
of fens and meres, with a mob of pursuers at hia heela. 
A single mistake might pound him among morasses, 
and force him, even if he escaped himself through the 
reeds, to leave the mare behind. And to do that was 
shame and loas intolerable. No. Mare Swallow, for 
her own sake, must do a deed that day. 
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He would go south by the Roman roads. He 
would go right round the fens; round Cambridge 
itself ; into the weatent forests. There he could lie 
hid till some friend at Someraham or Earith should 
ferry him over to the western aide of the isle. The 
distance was great; well-nigh fifty miles: but the 
land was light and sound, and the going safe and 
good. It must be done. It should be done. 

He gathered the rasae t(^ether, as he rose the slope 
of Kennet Heath. She was going steadily and soundly, 
breathing like a sleeping child. His pursuers were 
two miles behind ; black dots among the barrows on 
Barton hill. He had time to rest her ; and trotted on 
steadily, keeping to the uplands, and the highroad, 
from whence he could see far and wide over the land. 

On by Newmarket heath — nameless and desert 
then — over smooth chalk turf ; through glades of fern 
and thorn ; past barrows where slept the heroes of old 
times, Briton, Roman, Saxon, Dane ; forefathers of hia 
own, perhaps, among them. Ay — ^that was the place 
for a hero to sleep in. Not choked in a minster 
charnel-house, amid green damp and droning monks : 
but out under the free sky, with his weapons round 
him, his horse, his dog, the antlers of his game ; where 
he might come up out of his barrow on moonlight 
nights, and stare at the flying clouds, and scent the 
rushing breeze. Ah, that he could be buried there : 
but then Torfrida— ho should like to lie by her. 

He was at the E«ch-dyke now: and warily he 
looked eastward, as he led the mare up the steep bank. 
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for French scouta between him and the Fena: but 
none were vithin aight 

He paused upon the top of that great earthwork. 
Dangerous aa it was to stop in that exposed height, 
maTring himself ft beacon against the sky, he could not 
but look down, and back, at all which remained of 
free English soil 

He looked down over Swa&ham, Qay, and Water- 
beach, and the rest of the tree-embowered hamlete 
which fringed the fen, green knolls on the shore of a 
houndleaa sea of pale-bine mist ; and above that sea, 
to the far north, a line of darker bine, which was the 
sacred isla As the smi sank lower, higher rose the 
mist ; and the isle grew more and more faint, vapor- 
oiis, dreamy, as fen-distances are wont to be. Was 
it not about to fade away in reality; to become a 
vapour, and a dream, and leave him alone, and free 1 
Earls, knighte, housecarles, monks, seemed all becom- 
ing phantoms, fading with their fading canse. Was 
it worth while to fight, to die, for them, for anything ] 
What was William to him) What was England) 
Why play out the lost game to the last 1 Why not 
leave all behind, and ride down south — to the sea — 
the free sea, and the wild joys of the Viking's life ) 
And he led the mare down the Kech-dyke, and up 
again on to the down, faltering, stopping, his head 
sunken on hia breaat, his heart sunken within. 

But Torfrida— Torfrida and the little girl They 
at least were not phantoms. They could not vanish, 
coold not even die — to him, His they were for ever. 
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What fiend had been putting boy's dreams into Mb 
he&dl 

And he sprang hastily into the saddle, as one that 
flees from a temptation. " Home, mare 1 Home to 
prison again! We have been out far too long, old 
lass I too long." 

He hold on orer the Fleam-dyke : bnt he feared to 
turn downwards into the Cambridge flats, and kept 
his Tanti4;e-ground npon the downs ; till, on the top of 
the Crogmagog, he stmck the old Boman road, which 
men call "Wort's Causeway" at this day. Down 
that he turned, short (a the right, toward the green 
meadows, and the long line of mighty elms, and the 
little village which clustered, imconacious of its com- 
ing glories, beneath the new French keep, beside the 
Roman bridg& 

The setting sun gilded the white flints of the keep ; 
and Hereward looked on them with a curse. But it 
gUded, too, the tree tops of the great forest beyond ; 
and Hereward uttered something like a prayer to St. 
Etheldreda and her ladies three. For if he could hut 
reach that forest he was safe. 

The Wake was, of course, too wise to go throi^h 
Cambridge street, under the eyes of the French gar- 
rison. But he saw that the Roman road led straight 
to a hamlet some mile above the town ; and at the road 
end, he guessed, there must be either a bridge or a ford. 
There he could cross the Cam. And he rode slowly 
downward, longing for it to grow dark, and saving the 
more, in case she should be needed for a sudden rush. 
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And a rush was soon needed. For on the hill 
behind him he saw armour glitter in the red light ; 
and a brace of knights. They paused for a moment ; 
and then espied hiuL One galloped down the road 
toward tiim ; the other spurred to the right, straight 
for Cambridga 

" I shall have the whole pack of wolves out and on 
me, in half an hour," thought Hereward ; and struck 
spurs into the mare. 

Into the ford — by Chaucer's after famous mill — 
he dashed, making more splash than ever did geese in 
Sbelford Fen ; and out t^ain, and on to the clay wold, 
and away for Cotou and Madingley rise, and the black 
wall of oak; and ash, and ehn. 

And as he entered the forest at Madingley, he rose 
in his stirrups, with a shout of " A Wake 1 AWake!" 
which- was heard, for aught he cared, in Cambridge 
Castle : and then rode on leisurely toward the Dray- 
tons, and the ferry over the Ouse at Holywell ; (or 
well be knew that they who could not cateh The 
Wake in the field, were still less like to catch him in 
the wood. 

And so through the forest, by a clear moonlight 
(says the chronicler), he came in the early morning to 
the Isle Somersham, which was then all deep wood 
(as the names of Woodhurst and Somersham Parks 
sfjll testify), and was ferried over at Earith by one of 
his many friends into the Isle of Ely. 

And of all those knights that followed him, none 
ever saw or heard sign of bim, save one : and his 
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horse came to a standBtill in " the aforesaid wocnI," 
and he rolled off and lay breathless under a tree, look- 
ing up at his horse's heaving flanks and wagging tail, 
and vondering how he should get oat of that place 
before the English found him and made an end of 
him. 

Then there came up to him a ra^ed churl, and 
asked him who he was, and offered to help him, 

"For the sake of God and courtesy," qnoth he, his 
French pride beii^ well-nigh beat out of him, "if 
thou hast seen or heard anything of Hereward The 
Wake, good fellow, tell me, and I will repay thee 
well" 

"As thou hast asked me for the sake of God and 
of courtesy, Sir Knight, I will tell thee. I am The 
Waka And in token thereof, thou shalt give me thy 
lance and sword, and take instead this sword which 
I carried off from the king's Court at Brandon ; and 
promise me, on the faith of a knight, to bear it back 
to King "William ; and tell him, that Hereward and 
he have met at last ; and that he had best beware of 
the day when they shall meet again." 

So that knight, not having recovered his wind, 
was fain to submit, cmd go home a sadder and a wiser 
man. And King William laughed a royal laugh, and 
commanded hia knights that they should in no wise 
harm The Wake, hut take bini alive, and bring him 
in, and they should have great rewards. 

Which seemed to them more easily said than done. 
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HOW THEY FOUGHT AOAIN AT ALDRETH. 

Herewaed came back in fear and trembliDg after alL 
He believed in the magic powers of the witch of 
Brandon ; and he asked Torfrida, in his simplicity, 
whether she was not canning enoi^ to defeat her 
spells by counter spells. 

ToTfrida smiled and shook her head. 

" My knight^ I have long since given up such vani- 
ties. Let us not fight evil witii evil, but rather with 
good. Better are prayers than charms ; for the former 
are heard in heaven above, and the latter only in the 
pit below. Let me and all the women of Ely go 
rather in procession to St. Etheldreda's well, there 
above the fort at Aldreth, and pray St, Etheldreda to 
be with us when the day shall come ; and defend her 
own isle, and the honour of us women who have 
taken refuge in her holy arms." 

So all the women of Ely walked out barefoot to 
St Etheldreda's well, with Torfrida at their head, 
clothed in sackcloth, and with fetters on her wrists, 
(md waist, and ankles; which she vowed, after the 
strange, sudden, earnest fashion of those times, never 



UigniaOb, Google 



160 HOW THET FOUGHT AGAIN AT AIDKETH. 

to take off again till she saw the French host flee from 
Aldreth before the face of St Etheldreda. So they 
prayed, while Hereward and his men worked at the 
forts below. And when they came back^ and Torfrida 
was washing her feet, sore and bleeding from her pil- 
grimage, Horeward came in. 

"You have murdered your poor soft feet, and 
taken nothing thereby, I fear." 

" I have. If I had walked on sharp razors all the 
way, I would have done it gladly, to know what I 
know now. Ab I prayed I looked out over the fen ; 
and St Etlieldreda put a thought into my heart But 
it is so terrible a one, that I fear to tell it to you. 
And yet it aeems our only chance." 

Hereward threw himself at her feet, and prayed 
her to telL At last she spoke, as one half afraid of 
her own words : 

"Will the reeds bum, Hereward V 

Hereward kissed her feet again and again, callii^ 
her his prophetess, his saviour. 

"Bum! yes, like tinder, in this March wind, if 
the drought only holds. Pray that the drought may 
hold, Torfrida." 

"There, there, say no more. How bard-hearted 
war makes even us women 1 There, help me to take 
off this rough sackcloth, and dress myself again." 

Meanwhile William had moved bis xnay again to 
Cambri%e, and on to Willingham-field, and there he 
began to throw up those "globos and montanas," of 
which Leofric's paraphraser talks, but of which now 
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no trace remains. Then he began to rebuild his 
causeway, broader and stronger j and commanded all 
the fishermen of the Ouee to bring Iheir boata to 
Cotinglade, and ferry orer his materials. "Am<aig 
whom came Hereward in a very narrow canoe, with 
head and beard shaven leet be should be known, and 
worked diligently among the rest But the sun did 
not set that day without mischief ; for before Her&- 
ward went off, be finished his work by setting the 
whole on fire, so that it was all burnt, and aome of 
the French killed and drowned." 

And so The Wake went on, with stratagems and 
ambushes, till "aft«r seven days' continual fightii^, 
they had hardly done one day'B work; save four 
globes of wood, in which they intended to put their 
artillery. But on the eighth day they determined to 
attack the isle, putting in the midst of them that 
pythoness woman on a high place, where she might 
be safe freely to exercise her art" 

It was not Hereward alone who had entreated 
Torfrida to exercise ber m^c art in their beball 
But she steadily refused; and made good Abbot 
Thurstan support her refusal by a strict declaration, 
that he would have no fiends' games played in Ely, 
as long as he was abbot alive on land. 

Torfrida, meanwhile, grew utterly wild. Ber con- 
science smote her, in spite of her belief that St Ethel- 
dreda had inspired her, at the terrible resource which 
she had hinted to her husband, and which she knew 
well he would carry out with terrible success. Pio- 
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tuies of agony and death floated before her eyes, and 
kept her awake at night. She watched long hours in 
the chorch in prayer ; she fasted ; she disdplined her 
tender body with sharp pains; she tried, after the 
fashion of those times, to stone for her sin, if Bin it 
was. At last she bad worked herself up into a reli- 
gious frenzy. She saw St Etheldreda in the clouds, 
towering over the isle, menacing Hie French host with 
her virgin palm-branch. She uttered wild prophecies 
of min and defeat to the French ; and then, when her 
frenzy collapsed, moaned secretly of rain and defeat 
hereafter to themBclves. Bat she would be bold; 
she would play her part; sbo woold encourage the 
heroes who looked to her as one inspired, wiser and 
loftier l^ian themselves. 

And BO it befell, that iriien the men marched down 
to Haddenham that afternoon, Torfrida rode at their 
bead on a white charger, robed from throat to ankle 
in sackcloth, her fetters clanking on her limbs. But 
she called on the English to see in her the emblem of 
England captive yet unconquered ; and to break her 
fetters, and the worse fetters of every woman in Eng- 
land who was the toy and slave of tbe brutal invaders ; 
and so fierce a triumph sparkled from her wild hawk- 
eyes that the Englishmen looked up to her weird 
beauty as to tbat of an inspired saint ; and when the 
French came on to the assault there stood on the 
grassy mound behind tbe En^iah fort a figure dothed 
in sackcloth, barefooted and bareheaded, with fetters 
shining on waist, and wrist, and ankle — her long 
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black locks ebreamisg in the wind, her long white 
arms stretched cross-wise toward heaven, in imitation 
of Moses of old above the battle with Amalek ; invok- 
ing St. Etheldreda and all the powers of heaven, and 
chanting doom and defiance to the invaders. 

And the English looked on her, and cried : "She 
is a propheteffl ! We will surely do some great deed 
this day, or die around her feet like heroes I" 

And opposite to her, upon the French tower, 
the old hag of Brandon howled and gibbered with 
filthy gestures, calling for the thunderstorm which 
did not come; for all above the sky was cloudless 
blue. 

And the English saw and felt, though they eonld 
not speak it, dumb nation as they were, the contrast 
between the spirit of cruelty and darkness, and the 
qiirit of freedom and hght. 

So strong was the new bridge, that William trusted 
himself upon it on horseback, with Ivo Taillebois at 
his side. 

William doubted the powers of the witch, and felt 
rather ashamed of his new helpmate; but he was 
confident in his bridge, and in the heavy artillery 
which he had placed in his four towers. 

Ivo Taillebois was utterly confident in bis witch, 
and in the bridge likewise. 

William waited for the rising of the tide; and 
when the tide was near its height, he commanded the 
artillery to open, and clear the fort opposite of the 
English. Then with crash and twang, the bahstas 
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and catapalta vent off, and great stones and heavy 
lances hurtled throngh the air. 

"Back!" shouted Torfrida, raised ahnost to mad- 
ness, by fasting, self-tortuie, and religious frenzy. 
" Out of yon forti every man. Why waste your lives 
under that artillery } Stand still this day, and see 
how the saints of heaven shall fight for yon." 

So utter was the reverence which ehe commanded 
for tjie moment, that every man drew back, and 
crowded round her feet onteide the fort. 

"The cowards are fleeing already. Let your men 
go, Sir King I" shouted Tailleboia. 

" On to the assnlt I Strike for Normandy I "flouted 
William 

" I fear much," s^d he to himself, " that this is some 
strat^em of that Wake's. But conquered they must 
be." 

The evening breeze curled up the reach. The 
great joke splayed out from the weedy shores, send- 
ing the whitefish flying in shoals into the low glare 
of the setting sun : and heeded not, stupid things, the 
barges packed with mailed men, which swarmed irl the 
reeda on either side the brit^e, and began to push out 
into the river. 

The starlii^ swung in thousands round the reed- 
Tonds, looking to settle in their wonted place : but 
dare not; and rose and swung round again, telling 
each other, in their manifold pipiugs, how all the 
reed-ronds teemed with mailed men. And all above, 
the sky was cloudless blue. 
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And then came a trample, a roll of many feet on 
the soft spongy peat, a low murmur vhich rose into 
wild shouta of "Dex Aie t" as a hnman tide ponied 
^ong the cattseway, and past the witch of Brandon 
Heath. 

"Dex Aiet" qnoth William, with a sneer. "Deb- 
bles AJe ! wonld fit better." 

" If, aire, the powers above wotdd have helped ns, 
we should have been happy enough to — But if they 
will not, it is not our fault if we try below," stud 
Ivo Tailleboia. 

William laughed. " It is well to have two atrings 
to one's bow, sir. Forward, men ! forward !" shouted 
he, riding out to the bridge-end, under the tower. 

"Forward!" shouted Ivo Tailleboia. 

"Forward!" shouted the hideous hag overhead 
"The spirit of the well fighte for you." 

"Fight for youraelvea," aaid William. 

There were fifty yards of deep clear water between 
Frenchman and Englishman. Only fifty yards. Not 
only the arrows and arblast quarrels, but heavy hand- 
javelins, flew across every moment; every now and 
then a man toppled forward, and plunged into the 
blue depth among the eels and pike, to find his com- 
rades of the summer before ; sad then the stream was 
still once more The coots and water-hens swam in 
and out of the reeds, and wondered what it waa all 
about The water-lilies Sapped upon the ripple, as 
lonely as in the loneliest mere. But their floats 
were soon broken, their white cups stained with 
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hmnaii gora Fiity yards of deep clear water. And 
ta«ainire inestimable to win by crossing it. 

They thruBt out balks, canoes, pontoons; they 
crawled upon them like ante, and tbrust out more 
yet beyond, heedless of their comrades, who slipped, 
and splashed, and sank, holding out vain hands to 
hands too busy to seize them. And alwap the old 
witch jabbered overhead with her cantrips, pointing 
mumming, praying for the storm; while all above, 
the sky was cloudless blue. 

And always on the mound opposite, while darts and 
quarrels whistled round her head, stood Toifrido, 
pointing with outstretched scornful finger at the 
struggles in the river, and chanting loudly what the 
Frenchmen could not tell : but it made their hearts, 
as it was meant to do, 3nelt like wax within them. 

"They have a counter witch to yours, Ivo, it 
seems; and a fairer one. I am afraid the devils, 
eepedally if Asmodeus be at hand, are more likely to 
listen to her than to that old broomstick-rider aloft" 

" Fair is, that fair cause has. Sir King." 

" A good argument for honest men, but none for 
fiends. What is the fair fiend pointing at so earnestly 
there t" 

" Somewhat amoi^ the reeds. Hark to her now I 
She is singing, somewhat more like an ai^;el than a 
fiend, I will say for her." 

And Torfrida's song, coming clear and sweet 
across the water, rose louder and shriller till it almost 
drowned the jabberii^ of the witch. 
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"She sees more than we do." 

"But I Bee!" cried William, smitJDg hia hand 
upon his thigh. " Par le aplendeur Dez 1 She baa 
been showing them where to fire iha reeds ; and they 
have done it !" 

Apoff of smoke; a wisp of flame ; and then another 
and another; and a canoe shot out bom the reeds 
on tlie Fieoch shore, and glided into the reeds of the 
island, 

"The reeds are on fire, men! Have a care," 
shouted Iva 

" Silence, fool 1 Frighten them onoe, and they will 
leap like sheep into that gulf. Men I right about ! 
draw off — slowly and in order. We will attack again 
to-morrow." 

The cool voice of the great captain arose too late. 
A line of flame was leaping above the reed bed, crack- 
ling and howling before the evening breeze. The 
column on the causeway had seen their danger but too 
soon, and fled. But whither ! 

A shower of arrowB, qnarrele, javelins, fell upon 
the head of the column as it tried to face about and 
retreat, confusing it more and more. One arrow, shot 
by no conunon arm, went clean through William's 
shield, and pinned it to the mtuled flesh. He could 
not stifle a cry of pain. 

" You are wounded, sire. Ride for your life ! It is 
worth that of a thousand of these churls," and Ivo seized 
William's bridle and dragged him, in spite of himself, 
through the cowering, shrieking, struggling crowd. 
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On cante the flame, leaping and cracklii^, laugh- 
ing and shiiekiii^ like & live fiend The archers and 
alingeni in ihe boats cowered before it; and fell, 
scorched corpses, as it swept on. It reached the 
causeway, surged up, recoiled from the mass of human 
beings, then sprang over their heads and passed on- 
wards, ^rdiug them with flama 

The reeds were burning around them ; the timbers 
of the bridge caught fire; the peat and faggots 
smouldered beneath their feet They sprang from 
the burning foot-way, and plunged into the fathom- 
less bog, covering their faces and eyes with scorched 
hands ; and then sank in the black gui^ling slime, 

Ivo dragged William on, regardless of curses and 
prayers from his soldiery ; and they reached the shore 
just in time to see between them and the water a 
loi^ black smouldering writhing line ; the morass to 
right and left, which had been a minute before deep 
reed, an open smutty pool, dotted with boatsful of 
shrieking and cursii^ men ; and at the causeway end 
the tower, with the flame climbii^ up its posts, and 
the witch of Brandon throwing herself desperately 
from the top, and falling dead upon the embers, a 
motionless heap of n^ 

"Fool that thou art! Fool that I was J" cried the 
great king, as he rolled off his horse at his tent door, 
cursing with rage and pain. 

Ivo TaiUebois sneaked off; sent over to Brandon 
for the second witch ; and hanged her, as some small 
comfort to his souL Neither did he foiget to search 
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the cabin, till he found buried in a. crock the bits of 
his own gold chain, and vatioos other treasures, for 
which the wretched old womeD had bartered their 
Bouls. All which he confiscated to his own use, as a 
mach injured man. 

The next day William vithdrew his tartay. The 
men refused to face again that blood-stained pas& 
The English spells, they said, were stronger than theirs, 
and than the daring of tvave men. Let William take 
Torfrida and bum her, as she had burned them, with 
reeds out of Willingham fen : then might they try to 
storm Ely again. 

Torfrida saw them turn, flee, die in agony. Her 
work was done; her passion exhausted; her self- 
torture, and the mere weight of her fetters, which she 
had sustained during her passion, weighed her down ; 
she dropped senseless on the turf, and lay in a trance 
for many honrs. 

Then she arose, and, casting off her fetters and her 
sackcloth, was herself again : but a sadder woman 
till her dying day. 
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HOW KING WILLIAM TOOK COUNSEL OF A 
CHTTRCHMAN, 

If Toifrida vas exhausted, bo was Hereward likewise. 
He knew well that a repulse was not a defeat He 
knew well the indomitable persistence, the boondless 
Tesourcee, of the master-mind whom he de&ed ; and 
he knew well that another attempt would be made, 
and then another ; tdU, though it took seven years in 
the doing — ^Ely would be won at last To hold out 
doggedly as he could was his plan : to obtain the beat 
terms he could for his comrades. And he might 
obtain good terms at last William might be glad to 
pay a fair price in order to escape such a thorn in his 
side as the camp of refuge, and might deal — or, at 
least, promise to deal — mercifully and generously with 
the last remnant of the English gentry. For himself, 
yield he would not : when all was over, he would flee 
to the aea, with Torfiida and his own housecarles, 
and turn viking; or go to Sweyn Ulfsson in Denmark 
and die a free man. 

The EngUsh did not foresee theae thinga Their 
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hearts were lifted up with theii victory, and they 
laughed at William and his French, and drank Tor- 
frida's health much too often for their own good. 
Hereward did not care to undeceive them. But he 
conld not help speaking his mind in the abbot's 
chamber to Thuietaii, Egelwin, and his nephews, and 
to Sigtiy^ Kanaldsaon, who was still in Ely, not only 
because he had promised to stay there, but because 
he could not get out if he would. 

Blockaded they were utterly, by land and water. 
The isle furnished a fair supply of food; and what 
was wanting, they obtained by foraging. But they 
had laid iite land waste for so many miles round, 
that their plundering raids brought them in less than 
of old ; and if they went far, they fell in with the 
French, and lost good men, even though they were 
generally successful So provisions were numing 
somewhat short, and would ran shorter stdll 

Moreover, there was a great cause of anxiety. 
Bishop Egelwin, Abbot Thurstan, and the monks of 
Ely were in rebellion, not only against King William, 
bat more or less against the Pope of Borne. They 
might be excommunicated. The minster lands might 
be taken away. 

Bishop Egelwin set his face like a Sint He 
expected no mercy. All he had ever done for the 
French was to warn Kobert Comyn that if he stayed 
in Durham, evil would befall him. But that was as 
little worth to him as it was to the said Kobert 
And no mercy he craved. The less a man had, the 
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more fit he waa for heaven. He could but die ; and 
that he had known ever since he waa a chanter-boy. 
Whether he died in Ely, or in prison, mattered little 
to tiim, provided they did not refuse him the sacra- 
ments ; and that they would hardly da But call the 
Duke of Normandy his rightful sovereign he would 
not, because he was not—nor anybody else just now, 
as far as he could see. 

Valiant likewise was Abbot Thurstan, for himself. 
But he had — unlike Bishop E^win, whose diocese 
had been given to a Frenchman — an abbey, monks, 
and broad lands, whereof he was fatter and steward. 
And he must do what was best for the abbey, and 
also what the monks would let him da For severe 
as was the diaciplinG of a minster in time of peace, 
yet in time of war, when life and death were in 
question, monks had ere now turned valiant from 
very fear, like Oato's mouse, and mutinied : and so 
m%ht the monks of Ely. 

And Edwin and Morcar t 

No man knows what they said or thought; perhaps 
no man cared much, even in their own days. No 
hint does any chronicler give of what manner of men 
they were, or what manner of deeds thoy did. Fair, 
gentle, noble, beloved even by William, they are mere 
names, and nothing more, in history ; and it is to be 
supposed, therefore, that they wore nothing more in 
fact The race of Leofiic and Godiva had worn 
itself out. 

One night the confederates had sat late, talking 
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over the future more earnestly than usual. Edwin, 
usually sad enough, was especially sad that night 

Hereward jest«d with him, tried to cheer him: 
bnt he was sUent, would not drink, and went away 
before the rest. 

The next morning he was gone, and with him 
half-a^lozen of his private houBecarlea. 

Hereward was terrified. If defections once began, 
they would be endlesa The camp would fait to 
pieces, and every man among them would be hanged, 
mutilated, or impriaoned one by one helplessly. They 
must stand or fall blether. 

He went raging to Morcar. Morcar knew nought 
of it On the fiuth and honour of a knight, he knew 
nought Only his brother had said to him a day or 
two before, that he must see his betrothed before he 
died. 

" He is gone to William, then J Does he tbink to 
win her now — an outcast and a beggar — when he was 
refused her with broad lands and a thousand men at 
his back t Fool I See that thou play not the fool 
likewise, nephew, or " 

"Or what T" said Morcar, defiantly. 

"Or thou wilt go, whither Edwin is gone — to 
betrayal and ruin." 

" Why so T He has been kind enough to Waltheof 
and Gospatric, why not to Edwin 1" 

"Because," laughed Hereward, "he wanted Wal- 
theof, and he does not want yon and Edwin. He can 
keep Mercia quiet without yonr help. Northumbria 
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and the Fens he cannot without Waltheofe. They 
are a rougher set aa you go east and north, as you 
should know already; and moBt have one of them- 
selves over them to keep them in good humour for 
awhile. When he haa used Waltheof as his stalhing- 
hoiae long enough to build a castle every ten nules, 
he will throw him away like a worn bowstring, Earl 
Morcar, nephew mina" 

Morcar shook bis bead. 

In a week more he was gone likewise. He came 
to William at Brandoa 

"You are come in at last, young earM" said 
WiUiam, sternly. "You are come too late," 

"I throw myself on your knightly fwth," said 
Morcar. But he had come in an angry and unlucky 
hour. 

"How well have you kept your own, twice a rebel, 
that yon should appeal to mine ! Take him away." 

"And hang him t" asked Ivo Taillebois. 

"Pish! No — thou old butcher. Put him in irons, 
and send b'"i into Normandy." 

" Send him to Koger de Beaumont, sire. Eoger's 
son is safe in Morcar's castle, at Warwick, so it is bat 
fair that Morcar should be safe in Roger's." 

And to Roger de Beaumont he was sent while 
yoimg Roger was Lord of Warwick, and all around 
that once was Leofric and Oodiva's. 

Morcar lay in a Korman keep till the day of 
William's death. On his death-bed tbe tyrant's heart 
amote him, and be sent orders to release him. For a 
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few ^ort days or hours he breathed free lur nguiL 
Then Rufoa shut him up once more, and for ever. 

And that was the end of Earl Morcar. 

A fev weeks aitet, three men came to the cunp at 
Brandon, and they brought a head to the kii^. And 
when William looked upon it, it was the head of 
Edwin. 

The human heart must have burst up again in the 
tyrant, as he looked on the fair face of him he had so 
loved, and eo wronged ; for they aay he wept 

The knights and earls stood round, amazed and 
awed, as they saw iron tears nm down Pluto's cheek. 

"How came this here, knaves 1" thundered he at 
last 

They told a rambling story, how Edwin alwa^ 
would needs go to Winchester, to see the queen, for 
she would stand his frieod, and do him right And 
how tiiey could not get to Winchester, for fear of the 
French, and wandered in woods and wolds ; and how 
they were set upon, and hunted ; and how Edwin 
still was mad to go to Winchester : but when he could 
not, he would go to Blethwallon and his Welsh ; and 
how Earl £andal of Chester set upon them ; and bow 
they got between a stream and the tide-way of the 
Dee, and were cut off And how Edwin would not 
yield. And how then they slew him in self-defence, 
and Randal let them bring the head to the king. 

This, or something like it, was their story. But 
who coold believe traitors 1 Whore Edwin wandered, 
what be did during those months, no man knows. 
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All that is known is, three men brought his head to 
William, and told some such tala And so the old 
nobility of England died up and down the ruts and 
shaughfi, like wounded birds ; aad, as of wounded 
birds, none knew or cared how far they had run, 
or how their broken bones had ached before they ' 
died. 

"Out of their own mouths they are condemned, 
says Holy Writ," thundered William. " Hai^ them 
on high." 

And hailed on high they were, on Brandon heath. 

Then the king turned on his courtiers, glad to ease 
his own conscience by cursing them. 

" This is your doing, sirs ! If I had not listened 
to your base counsels, Edwin might have been now 
my faithful liegeman and my sonTin-law ; and I had 
had one more Englishman left in peace, and one sin 
less upon my souL" 

"And one thorn less in thyeide," quoth Ivo Taille- 
bois. 

"Who spoke to thee^ Ralph Guader, thou gayest 
me the counsel : thou wilt answer it to God and his 
saints." 

"That did I not It was Earl Roger, because he 
wanted the man's Shropshire lands," 

Whereon high words ensued; and the king gave 
the earl the lie in his teeth, which the earl did not 
forget 

"I think," said the rough shrewd voice of Ivo, 
"that instead of crying over spilt milk, — for milk the 
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lad was, and never would have grown to good beef, 
liad he lived to my age " 

"Who spoke to theel" 

"No man, and for th&t reason I spoke myself. I 
have lands in SpaldJng, by your Royal grace; and 
wish to enjoy them in peace, having worked for them 
hard enough — and how can I do that, as long aa 
Hereward sita in Ely!" 

"Splendeor DexT'said William, "thonart right, 
old butcher," 

So they laid their heads togetlier to slay Here- 
ward. And after they had talked awhile, then spoke 
William's chaplain for the nonce, an Italian, a friend 
and pupil of Lanfranc of Pavia, an Italian abo, then 
Archbishop of Canterbury, sconiging and imprison- 
ing English monks in the south And he spoke like 
an Italian of those times, who knew the ways of 
Rome. 

"If his majesty will allow my humihty to sug- 

"Whatl Thy homility is proud enough under 
the rose, I will wairant: but it has a Roman wit 
under the rose likewise. Speak !" 

"That when tiie secular and carnal arm has failed, 
as it is written' — He poureth contempt upon princes, 
and letteth them wander out of the way in the wilder- 

' I do Dot langh at Holy Scriptive myself I oul; insert thU 
ae a spednran of the tuilal meduevol "cant" — a name and s 
practice which are both derived, not from Pnritana, bat from 
tnonka. 

VOL. IL N H. T. w. 
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DOBS, or fens ; — for the Latin word, and I doubt Dot 
the Hebrew, has both meanings." 

"Splendeur Dei! "cried WiUiam, bitterly; "that 
hath He done with a vengeance ! Thou art right so 
far, Clerk!" 

" Yet helpeth He the poor, videlicet, His chorch 
and the religious, who are vowed to holy poverty, 
out of miseiy, videhcet, the oppression of barbarous 
customs; and maketh them households like a flock 
of sheep^" 

"They do that for themselves already, here in 
England," stud William, with a sneer at the fancied 
morals of the En^sh monks and clei^. ^ 

" But Heaven and the Church do it for the true 
poor, whom your majesty is bringing in, to your end- 
less gloiy." 

"But what has all this to do with taking Ely!" 
asked William impatiently. " I asked thee for reason, 
and not sermons." 

" This. That it is in the power of the Holy Father 
— ^id that power he would doubtless allow you, as 

' The alleged profiigacj and senauality of the EDglish Chnrch 
before the Conquest, resta merely on a few violent and vagna 
eipreesioos of the Norman monks who dieplnced. them. No 
facts, aa tar as I can find, hare ever been alleged. And without 
iacta on the other side, an impartial man will hold by the one lact 
which ig certain, that the Chorch of England, popish aa it was, 
waa, nnfortiuiatel; for it, not popish enough ; and from ita in- 
aolar freedom, obnoiioQB to the Church of Rome, and the 
ultramontane clergy of Normandy ; and was therelbre to be be- 
llsTed capable — and thetefore again accosed— of any and every 
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his dear sod and moet faithful servant, to employ for 
yourself, without sending to Borne, which might cause 
painful delays — ^to " 

It might seem etrange that WiUiam, TaiUebois, 
Picot, Guader, Warrenne, short-spoken, hard-headed, 
hard-sweating warriors, could allow complacently a 
smooth diuicbman to dawdle on thus, counting his 
periods on his fingers, and seemingly never coming to 
the point 

But they knew well, that the churchman was a far 
cunninger, as well as a more learned man than them- 
selves. They knew well that they could not hurry 
him ; and that they need not ; that he would make 
his point at last^ hunting it out step by step, and let- 
ting them see how he got tMUier, like a practised 
hound. They knew that if he spoke, he had thoi^t 
long and craftily, till he had made up his mindj 
and that therefore he would very probably make up 
their minds likewise. It was the conquest— not of a 
heavenly spirit, though it boasted iteelf such — ^but of 
a cultivated mind, over brute flesL 

They might have said all this aloud, and yet the 
churchman would have gone on, as he did, where he 
left off, with unaltered blandness of tone. 

"To convert to other uses the goods of the Church. 
To convert them to profane uses would, I need not 
say, be a sacrilege as horrible to heaven, as impossible 
to so pious a monarch " 

Ivo TaiUebois winced. He had just stolen a manor 
from the monks of Growland, and meant to keep it 
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"To coDTerti, I say, chorch lands belongiiig to 
abbeys or sees, whose abbots or bisbops are con- 
tmnadously disobedient to tbe Holy See, or to their 
lawful mcmvcb, he being in the commnnion of tbe 
Chnrch and at peace with tbe said Holy See. If 
therefore, to come to that point at wbicb my incap- 
acity, through the devious windings of my dmplicity, 
has been tending, but with halting stepe, from the 
moment that your majesty deigned to hear " 

"Put in the spur, mEm!" said Ito, tired at last, 
"and run the deer to soiL" 

"Hmry no man's cattle, especially thine own," 
answered the churchinan, with so shrewd a wink and 
80 cheery a voice, that Ivo, when he recovered from 
his Borprise, cried : 

"Why, thou art a good huntsman thyself, I 
believe now," 

" AH things to all men, if by any means But 

to return. If youi majesty should think £t to pro- 
claim to the recalcitrants of Ely, that unless they sub- 
mit themselves to your royal grace — and to that, of 
coQTse, of His Holiness our Father — within a certain 
day, yon will convert to other uses — premidng, to 
avoid scandal, that those uses shall be for the benefit 
of Holy Church — all lands and manors of theirs lying 
without the precincte of tbe iEile of Ely — those lands 
bein^ as is known, large and of great value — Quid 
plural Why burden your exalted intellect by detaO- 
ing to you consequences which it has long ere now 
foreseen t" 
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" * * ♦ * " quoth William, who waa nearly as sharp 
as the Italian, and had Men it alL "I will make tbee 
a bishop!" 

" Spare to burden my weaiknees," eaid the chaplain ; 
and elipt away into the shade. 

" You will take hie advice }" sud Ira 

"I will" 

"Then I ahtil see that Torfrida burnt at last" 

" Bum her 1" and WHIiam swore. 

"I promised my soldiers to bum ihB witch with 
reeds out of Haddenham fen, as she had burnt them ; 
and I must keep my knightly word." 

William swore yet more. Ito TtuUebms was a 
butcher and a chnrL 

"Call me not churl and batcher too often, Lord 
King, ere thoa hast found whether thou needest me 
or not Sough I may be, false was I never." 

" That thon wert not," said William, who needed 
Taillebola much, and feared him somewhat ; and re- 
marked sometluiig meaning in his. voice, which made 
bi'tn calm himself, diplomat as he was, iostantly. 
"But bum Torfrida thou shalt not" 

" Well, I care not. I have seen a woman burnt ere 
now, and had no fancy for the screeching. Bedde, 
they say she is a very fair dame — and has a fair 
daughter, too, coming on — and she may very well 
make a wife for a Frenchman." 

"Marry her thyself." 

"I'shall have to kill this Wake first" 

" Then do it, and I will give thee his lands." 
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" I may have to kill othera before The Wake." 

" You may 1" 

And so the matter dropped But William caught 
Ito alone after an hour, and asked him what he 
meant. 

" No pay, DO play. Lord King, I bare served thee 
well, rough and smootL" 

"Thou hasti and hast been well paid. But if I 
have said aught hasty " 

" Piah, King. I am a plain-spoken man, and like 
ft plain-spoken master. But instead of marrying 
Torfrida or her daughter, I have more mind to her 
niece, who is younger, and has no Herevard to be 
kiUed first" 

"Her niece) Who)" 

"Lucia as ve call her, Edwin and Morcar's sister, 
Hereward's niece, Torfrida'a niece," 

" No pay, no play, saidst thou 1 — so say I. What 
meant you by having to Mil others before Hereward I" 

"Beware of Walliieof," said Iva 

" Waltheof t Pish. This is one of thy inventions 
for making me hunt every Englishman to death, that 
thou mayest gnaw their hones." 

" la it ) Then this I say more. Beware of Ralph 
Guader." 

"Kah!" 

"Pish on, Lord King." Etiquette was not yet 
discovered by Norman barons and earb, who thought 
themselves all but as good as their king ; gave him 
their advice when they thought fit : and if he did not 
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take it attacked Mm with all their meinie. "Piah 
on, but liBten. Beware of Boger." 

" And what more t" 

" And give me Lncia. I want her. I will have 
her." 

William laughed. "Thou of aU meni To mix 
that ditch-water with that wine 1 " 

" They were mixed in thy blood, Lord King ; and 
thou art the better man for it, so says the world. 
Old wine and old blood throw any lees to the bottom 
of the cask ; and we shall have a son worthy to ride 
behind " 

" Take care I" quoth WillianL 

"The greatest Captain upon earth." 

William laughed again, like Odin's self. 

"Thou shalt have Lucia, for that word." 

"And tliou shalt have the plot ere it breaks. Ab 
it will" 

"To this have I come at last," said William to 
himself. " Ta murder these Enghsh nobles ; to many 
their daughters to my grooms. Heaven forgive me ! 
They have brought it upon themselves, by contumacy 
to Holy Church. Call my secretary, some one." 

The Italian re-entered. 

" The valiant and honourable and illustrious knight, 
Ivo TaiUebois, Lord of Holland and Kesteven, weds 
Lucia, sister of the late earls Edwin and Morcar, now 
with the queen; and with her, her manors. You 
will prepare the papera"- 

"I am yours to death," said Ivo^ 
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" To do thee justice, I think thon wert that ah»ady. 
Stay — ^here— Sir Priest — do you know any man who 
knows this Torfridaf 

"I do, King," said Ivo. "There is one Sir Ascelin, 
a man of Gilbert's, in the camp." 

*' Send for him." 

"This Torfrida," sud William, "haimts ma" 

" Pray heaven she have not bewitched your Grace." 

"Tut, I am too old a campaigner to take mui^ 
harm by woman's sharpshooting, at fifteen score yards 
off, beside a deep stream between. Na The woman 
has courage — and beauty too, you sayt" 

"What of that, oh Prince 1" said the Italian. 
" Who more beautiful — if report be true — than those 
lost women who dance nightly in the forests with 
Tenus and Herodiae — as it may be this Torfrida has 
done many a time 1" 

" You priests are apt to be hard upon poor women." 

"The fox found that the giapes were sour," said 
the Italian, latching at himself and his cloth — or at 
anything else, by which he could curry favour. 

" And this woman was no vulgar witch. That sort 
of person^;e eoits Taillebois' taste, rather than Here- 
ward'a" 

"Hungry dogs eat dirty pudding," said Ivo perti- 
nently, 

" The woman believed herself in the rights She 
believed that the saints of heaven were on her side. 
I saw it in her attitude, in her gestures. Perhaps 
she was right," 
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" Sire 1" eaii both bystanders in astonisbment. 

"Iwoold fain see that vomwt; and see her hasband 
too. They are folks after my own heart I ironld 
^re them an earldom to win them." 

" I hope that in that day yon will allow yoar &itb- 
fal aerrant Ivo to retire to his anceetral manors in 
Anjou ; for England will be too hot for him. Sire, 
you know not this man — a liar, a bully, a. robber, a 

swash-buckling mffian, who " and Ivo ran on with 

furious inrectiTe, after the fashion of the Nonnans, 
who considered no name too bad for an English rebel 

"Sir Ascelin," said William, as Ascelin came in, 
" you know Hereward t" 

Ascelin bowed assent 

"Are these things true which Ivo alleges!" 

" The Lord Taillebois may know best what manner 
of man Sir Hereward has become since he himself 
came into this English air, which changes some folks 
mightily,'' with a hardly disguised sneer at Ito ; " but 
in Flanders he was a very perfect knight, beloved and 
honoured of all men, and especially of your father-in- 
law, the great marquis." 

" He is a friend of youis, then 1" 

" No man less, I owe bi'm more than one grudge, 
though all in fair quarrel; and one at least, which 
can only be wiped out in blood." 

"Ehf WhatV 

Ascelin hesitated. 

"Tell me, sir I" thundered William, "unless you 
have aught to be ashamed of." 



UigniaOb, Google 



186 HOW KmO WILLIAM TOOK 

" It is no shame, as far aa I know, to confess that 
I was once a snitor, as were all knighte for miles round, 
for the hand of the once peerless Torfrida. And no 
shame to confess, that when Hereward knew thereof, 
he sought me out at a toufnament, and served me 
as he has served many a better man before and 
since." 

"Over thy horse's croup, ehf said William. 

" I am not a bad horseman, as all know, Lord King. 
But heaven save me, and all I love, from that Here- 
ward. They say he has seven men's strength, and I 
verily can testify to the truth thereof." 

"That may be by enchantment^" interposed the 
Italian. 

" True, Sir Fnest This I know, that he wears 
enchanted armonr, which Torfrida gave him before 
she married him." 

"Enchantments again," said the secretary. 

"Tell me now about Torfrida," said William. 

Ascelin told him all about her, not forgetting to 
say — what, according to the chronicler, was a common 
report — that she had compassed Hereward's love by 
magic arts. She used to practise sorcery, he said, 
with her sorceress mistress, Kichilda of Hainault All 
men knew it. Amoul, Richilda's son, was as a brother 
to her. And after old Baldwin died, and Baldwin of 
Mons and Bichilda came to Bruges, Torfrida was 
always with her, while Hereward was at the wars. 

"The woman is a manifest Mid notorious witch," 
said the secretary. 
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" It seems so indeed," said William, with something 
like a dgh. And eo were Torfrida's early follies visited 
on lier ; as all early follies are. " But Hereward, you 
say, is a good knight and trae !" 

" DoubtlessL Even when he conunitted that great 
crime at Peterborough " 

" For which he and all his are duly exconununi- 
cated by the Bishop," said the secretary. 

" He did a very courteous and honourable thing;" 
And Ascelin told how he had saved Alftruda, and 
instead of putting her to ransom, had sent her safe to 
Gilbert. 

"A very knightly deed. He should be rewarded 
for it" 

" Why not bnm the witch, and reward him with 
AUtrada instead, since your majesty is in so gracious 
a humourf said Iva 

"Alftrada? Who is she. Ay, I recollect her. 
Young Dolfin's wife. Why, she has a husband 
already," 

" Ay, but his Holiness at Home can set that right. 
What is there that he cannot do V 

" There are limits, I fear, even to his power. Eh, 
priest t" 

"What his Holiness' powers as tlie viceroy of 
Divinity on earth might be, did he so choose, it were 
irreverent to inquire. But as he condescends to use 
that power only for the good of mankind, he con- 
descends, like Divinity, to be bound by the very laws 
which bo has promulgated for the benefit of his 
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Bobjecta ; and to make himself only a lif&giTing son, 
Then he mi^t be a dostractive thunderbolt" 

" He ia very bind, and we all owe him thanks," said 
Ivo, who had a confused notion that the Pope might 
strike him dead with lightning, but was good-natured 
enongh not to do so. " Still, be might think of this 
plan, for they say that the lady ia an old friend of 
Hereward's, and not over fond of her Scotch husband." 

"That I know well," said William. 

"And beade — if aught untoward should happen 
to Dolfin and hia kin " 

" She might, with her broad lands, be a fine but 
for Hereward I see. Now, do this, by my command. 
Send & trusty monk into Ely. Let him tell the monks 
that we have determined to seize all their outlying 
lands, unless they Buirender within the week. And let 
him tell Hereward, by the faith and oath of William 
of Normandy, that if he will surrender himself to my 
grace, he shall have his lands in Bourne, and a free 
pardon for himself and all his comrades." 

The men assentod, much against their will, and 
went out on their errand. 

"You have played me a scurvy trick, sir," said 
Ascehn to Ivo, " in advising the king to give the Lady 
Alftruda to Hereward." 

"Whatl Did you want her yourself t On my 
honour I knew not of it. But have patience. You 
shall have her yet, cmd all her lands, if you will hear 
my counsel, and keep it" 

" But you would give her to Hereward ! " 
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"And to fou too. It is a poor bait, say th^e 
frogs of fenmen, &&i will not take two pike ninning. 
Listen to me. I must kill this accoised fox of a 
Wake. I bate bim. I cannot eat my meat for think- 
ing of him. Kill him I must" 

"And so must L" 

" Then we are both i^reed. Let ua work together, 
and never mind if one's blood be old and the other's 
new. I am neither fool nor weakly, as thou knowest" 

Ascelin conld not but assent 

"Then h^e. We must send the King's messaga 
But we must add to it" 

" That is dangeroQs." 

"So is war; so is eating, drinking; so is erery- 
thii^. But we must not let The Wake come in. We 
most drive him to despair. Make the measenget add 
but one word — that the kii^ exempts from the am- 
nesty Torfrida, on account of You can put it into 

more scholarly shape than I can." 

"On account of her abominable aad notorious 
sorceries; and demands that she shall be given up 
forthwith, to be judged as she deserves." 

"Just sa And then for a load of reeds oat of 
Haddenham fen I" 

" Heaven forbid ! " said Ascelin, who had loved her 
onca " Would not perpetual imprisonment suffice ! " 

" What care I J That is the King's afiiur, not ours. 
But I fear we shall not get her. Even so Hereward 
will flee with her — maybe escape to Flanders or 
Denmark. He can escape throi^ a rat's hole if he 
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will Howerer, then we are at peaca I had sooner 
Irill him and have done with it : but out of the way 
he muBt be put" 

So they aent a monk in with the message; and 
commanded him to tell the article about the Lady 
Torfrida, not only to Hereward, but to the abbot and 
all the monks. 

A curt and fierce answer came back, not from 
Hereward, but from Torfrida herself— that William 
of Nonnandy was no knight himself, or he would not 
offer a knight his life, on condition of burning his 
lady. 

William swore horribly. "What is all this about 1" 
They told him — as much as they chose to tell him. 
He was very wroth. Who was Ivo Taillebois, to add 
to his message) He had said that Torfrida should 
not bum." TaUleboia was stout; for he had won the 
secretary over to his dde meanwhila He had said 
nothii^ about burning. He had merely aupphed an 
overfiight of the King's. The woman, as the secretary 
knew, could not, with aU deference to his majesty, be 
included in an anmesty. She was liable to ecclesi- 
asHcal censure, and the ecclesiastical courts. 

" Ecclesiastical couri» 1 What is this new doctrine. 
Churchman)" asked William, 

"The auperatitioD of sorcery, my Lord King, is 
neither more nor less than that of heresy itself ; see- 
ing that the demons whom it invokes are none other 
than the old Pagan gods : and as heresy " 

William exploded with fearful oaths. He was 
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alwayB jealous (and wisely) for his own prerogatives. 
And the doctrine was novel, at least in England. 
Witches vere here considered as offendera against 
the private person enchanted, rather than against the 
Church ; and execntions for witchcraft rarely, if ever, 
took place, unless when the witch was supposed to 
have injured life or property. 

" Have I not given you churchmen enough ah-eady, 
that you most assume my King's power of life and 
death! Do I not slay and torment enough, heaven 
forgive me t without needing you to help me ) " 

The Italian saw that he had gone too far. "Heaven 
forbid," he said, "that the Church should stun her 
hands with the blood of the wont of sinners. All 
she could do was, having proved guilt, to deliver the 
offender over to the secular arm, doubtless with merci- 
ful entreaties that there might be no shedding of 
blood." 

"There is none, I presnme, when follcs are burned 
alive," quoth William, with a sneer. "So you are 
to be the judges, and me your executioner, eh) 
An honourable office, truly. Beware, Sir Clerk! 
Beware!" 

" If the fire of my zeal has for a moment too rashly 
melted the ice of my modesty " 

" Of thy crafty say " 

"My humility humbly entreats forgiveness. I do 
not press the matter. Only it seemed — it seemed 
at least to me, that after the slight scandal — forgive 
my fidelity the word — to the faithful caused by 
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your highness's imliappy employment of the witdi of 
Bnndon " 

William cotsed onder his breath. 

"Your highness might nobly atone therefor by 
ezecutiog justice on a far more flagitious oflender, 
who has openly compassed and effected the death 
of hundreds of your highness's otherwise invincible 
warriors " 

" And throw good money after bad," said William, 
laughing. "I tell thee, priest, she is too pretty to 
bum, were she the Witch of Endor hersell" 

"Be it sa Your royal clemency caa always remit 
her sentence, even so far as to pardon her entirely, 
if your merciful temper should so incline you. But 
meanwhile, what better could we have done, than to 
remind the monks of E3y that ahe was a sorceress ; 
that she had committed grave crimes, and was liable 
to punishment herself, and they to punishment also, 
as her ahelterers and accomplices 1" 

"What your highneas wanted," quoth Taillebois, 
"was to bring over the monks; and I believe that 
message had been a good stroke toward that. As for 
Hereward, you need not think of him. He never will 
come in alive. He has sworn an oath, and he will 
keep it" 

And so the matter ended. 
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HOW THE HONKS OP ELY DID AFTER THEIR KIND. 

WiLLiAu's bolt, or T&ther ineztiDguishable Greek fire, 
could not have fallen into Ely at a more propitious 
moment. 

Hereward was away, with a large body of men, and 
many ships, foragiiig in the north-eastern fens. He 
mi^t not bo back for a week. 

Abbot Thurstan — for what cause ia not said— had 
lost heart a little while before, and fled to "Anger- 
hale, taking with him the ornamenta and treasure of 
the church." 

Hereward had discovered his flight with deadly 
fear : but provisions he must have, and forth he must 
go, leaving Ely in charge of half-ardozen independent 
English gentlemen, each of whom would needs have 
his own way, just because it was his own. 

Only Torfrida he took, and put her hand into the 
hand of Sigtryg Banaldsson, and said, "Thou true 
comrade and perfect knight, as I did by thy wife, do 
thou by mine, if aught befall" 

And Sigtryg swore first by the white Christ, and 
then by the head of Sleipoir, Odin's horse, that he 
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would stand by Torfrida till the last; and then, if 
need was, slay her. 

" You will not need, King Sigtryg. I can slay my- 
self," said she, as she took the Ost-Dane's hard honest 
hand. 

And Hereward went, seemingly by Mepal or 
Sutton. Then came the message ; and all men in Ely 
knew it 

Torfrida Btormed down to tlie monks, in honest in- 
dignation, to demand that they should send to William, 
and purge her of the calumny. She found the Chapter- 
door barred and bolted. They were all gabbling inside, 
like starUngB on a foggy morning, and would not lot her 
in. She hurried back to Sigtryg, fearing treason, and 
foreseeing the efTect of the message upon the monks. 

But what could Sigtryg do ! To find out their coun- 
sels was impossible for him, or any man in Ely, For 
the monks could talk Latin, and the men could not. 
Torfrida alone knew the sacred tongua 

H Torfrida could but listen at the keyhole. Well 
— all was fair in war. And to the Chapter-house door 
she went, guarded by Sigtryg and some of his house- 
carles ; and listened, with a beatii^ heart. She heard 
words now incomprebenBible. That men who most 
of them lived no better than their own Herfs; who 
could have no amount of wealth, not even the hope of 
leaving that wealth to their children^ — that such men 
should cling to wealth; struggle, forge, lie, do any- 
thing for wealth, to be used almost entirely not for 
themselves, but for the honour and glory of tbe 
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conTent — indicates an intensity of corporate feelii^;, 
nnksovn in the outer world then, or now. 

The monasteiy vould be ruined. Without this 
manor, without that wood, without that stone quarry, 
that fishery, — ^what would become of themt 

But mingled with those words were other words, 
unfortunately more intelligible to this day — those of 
Bupeistition. 

What would St Etheldreda sayT What St Sex- 
burga, St Withbui^ St Ermenildat How dare 
they provoke their wrath 1 Would they submit to 
lose their lands f They m^fat do — irtiat might they 
not dot Their bones would refuse ever to work a 
miracle again. They had been but too slack in 
miracle-working for many yeara They might strike 
the isle with barreimess, the minster with light- 
ning They might send a flood up the fens. They 
mights- — 

William the Norman, to do them justice, those 
valiant monks feared not ; for he was man, and could 
but kill the body. But St Etheldreda, a vii^n god- 
dess, with her three maidens, and indeed, idl the host 
of heaven to back her — might she not, by intercession 
with powers still higher than her own, destroy both 
body and soul in hell 1 

"We are betrayed. They are going to send for 
ihe Abbot from Angerhale," said Torfrida at last, 
reeling from the door. "All is lost" 

" Shall we burst open the door and kill tfaem all ?" 
asked Sigtryg, simply. 
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"No, King — na They are God's men; aod we 
have blood enough on our aouls." 

"We can keep the gates, lest any go out to the 
King." 

" Impossible. They know the isle better than we, 
and have a thouaand arte." 

So all they could do, was to wait in fear and tremb- 
ling for Hereward's retom, and send Martin Light- 
foot off to warn Mm, wiierever he might be. 

The monks remajned perfectly quiet The orgao 
droned, the chante wailed, as usnal ; notMng inter- 
rupted the stated order of the services ; and in the 
hall, each day they met the knights as cheerfolly as 
ever. Greed and saperstition had made cowards of 
them — and now traitors. 

It was whispered that Abbot Thurstan had returned 
to the minster : but no man saw bi'm : and so three 
or four days went on 

Martin found Hereward after incredible labours, 
and told bim all, clearly and shrewdly. The man's 
manifest insanity only seemed to quicken his wit, and 
increase bis powers of bodily enduranca 

Hereward was already on his way home ; and never 
did he and his good men row haider than they rowed 
that day back to Sutton. He landed, and hurried on 
with half his men, leaving the rest to disembark the 
booty. He was anxious as to the temper of the 
monks. He foresaw all that Torfrida had foreseen. 
And as for Torfrida herself, he was half mad. Ivo 
Taillebois' addition to Wilham's message had bad its 
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doe effect He vowed even deadlier hate agunst 
the Frenchinao than he had ever felt before. He 
ascended the heights to Sutton. It was his shortest 
way to Ely. He could not see Aldreth fiom thence : 
but he could see WiUingham field, and Belsar's billa, 
round the comer of Haddenham Bill 

The sun was setting long before they reached Ely : 
but just as he sank into the western fen, Winter 
.stopped, pointing. — Was that the flash of armat 
There, far away, just below WiUingham town. Or 
was it the setting sun upon tie ripple of some long 
water 1 

"There is not wind enough for such a ripple," said 
one. But ere they could satisfy themselves, the sun 
was down, and all the fen was grey. 

Herowatd was still more uneasy. If that had been 
Uie flash of arms, it must have come ofT a very laige 
body of men, moving in column, on the road between 
Cambridge and Ely, He hastened on his men. But 
ere they were within sight of the minster-tower, they 
were aware of a horse galloping violently towards 
them Idirough the dusk. Herewaid called a halt He 
heard his own heart beat as he stopped The horse 
was polled up short among them. On its back was 
a lad, with a smaller boy behind him, clasping his 
waist 

" Hereward ) Thank God, I am in time ! And 
the child is safe toa Thanks, thanks, dear saints !" 
a voice sobbed out 

It was the voice of Torfrida. 
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" Treason ! " she grasped. 

"I knew it" 

"The French are in the island. They have got 
Aldreth. The whole army is marching from Cam- 
bridge. The whole fleet ia coming up from Southrey. 
And you have time " 

" To bum Ely over the monks' heads. Men 1 Get 
bogwood out of yon cott^e, make yourselvee torches, 
and onward !" 

Then rose a babel of qaestioiis, which Torfrida 
answered as she could. But she had nothing to telL 
"Clerks' n n Titli ng," she said bitterly, "was an over- 
mateh for woman's wiL" She had sent out a spy : 
but he had not retomed till an hour since. Then he 
came back breathless, with the news that the French 
army was on the march from Cambridge, and that, as 
he came over the water at Aldreth, he found a party 
of French knights in the fort on Uie Ely side, talking 
peaceably with the monks on gnard. 

She had run up to the borough hill — which men call 
Cherry Hill at this day — and one look to the north- 
east had shown her the river swarming with ships. 
She had rushed home, put boys' clothes on herself 
and her child, hid a few jewels in her boBom, saddled 
Swallow, and ridden for her life thither. 

"And King Sigtrygl" 

He and his men had gone desperately out towards 
Haddenham, with what English they could muster: 
but all were in confusion. Some were gettjng the 
women and children into boats, to bide them in the 
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reeda; others battering the minster gates, vowing 
Tengeance on the monks. 

"Then Sigtiyg will be cut off ! Alas for the day 
that ever brought hia brave heart hither 1" 

And when the men heard that^ a yell of fnry and 
despiur bnist from all throats. 

Should they go back to their boats 1 

"No I onward," cried HerewarA "Revenge first, 
and safety after. Let us leave nothing for the ac- 
cursed Frenchmen but smoking ruins, and then gather 
our comrades, and cut our way back to the nortL" 

"Good coHnflel," cried Winter. "We know the 
roads, tuid they do not ; and in such a dark night as 
is coming, we can march out of the island without 
their being able to follow ua a mile." 

"They hurried on ; bat stopped once more, at the 
galloping of another horse. 

" Who comes, friend or foe V 

"Alwyn, Bonof Oi^ar!" cried a voice under breatL 
" Don't make such a noise, men I The French aie 
within half a mile of you. " 

"Then one traitor monk shall die ere I retreat," 
cried Herewaid, seizing him by the throat. 

"For heaven's sake, hold !" cried Torfrida, seizing 
his arm. " You know not what he may have to eay." 

"I am no traitor, Hereward; I have fought by 
your side aa well as the best ; and if any but you had 
called Alwyn " 

"A curse on your boasting. Tell ua the truth," 

" The Abbot has made peace with the King. He 



UigniaOb, Google 



200 HOW THE MONKS OF EXT 

would give up tlie island, and St Etheldieda should 
keep all her lands and honours. I said what I could : 
but who was I to resist the whole chapter I Could I 
alone brave St. Etheldreda'a wratlit" 

"Alwyn, the valiant, afraid of a dead girl !" 

"Blaspheme not, Herewardl She may hear you 
at this moment I Look tiiere !" and pointing up, the 
monk cowered in terror, as a meteor flashed through 
the sky. 

" That is St Etheldreda shooting at ns, eh ) Then 
all I can say is, she ia a very bad markamuL And 
the French are in the island 1" 

" They ar&" 

" Then forward, men, for one half-hour's pleasure ; 
and then to die hke Englishmen." 

"Ont" cried Alwyn. "You cannot go on. The 
King is at WMchford at this moment with tdl his 
army, half a mUe off! Eight across the road to 
Ely !" 

Hereward grew Berserk. "On! men!" shouted 
he, " we shall kill a tew Frenchmen apiece before we 
die!" 

" Hereward," cried Torfrida, " you shall not go on ! 
If you go, I shall be takea And if I am taken, I 
shall be burned. And I cannot bum — I cannot ! I 
shall go mad with terror before I come to the staka 
I cannot go stript to my smock before those French- 
men. I cannot be roasted piecemeal! Hereward, 
take me away ! Take me away ! or kill me, now and 
here!" 
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He paused He had never seen Torfrida tihuB 



" Let 113 flee ! The stars are against ua. God is 
against us! Let us hide — escape abroad: b^ our 
bread, go on pilgrimage to Jerusalem ti^ther — for 
together it must be always : but take me away I" 

"We wiD go back to the boats, men," said Here- 
ward. 

But they did not go. They stood there, irresolute, 
looking towards Ely. 

The sl^ was pitchy dark. Tlie minster-roofs, lying 
north-east, were ntterly invisible against the blackness. 

"We may at least save some who escape out," 
said Hereward. " March on quickly to the left, under 
the hill to the plou^-field. " 

They did so. 

" Lie down, men. There are the French, close on 
our right. Down among the bushes." 

And they heard the heavy tramp of men within a 
quarter of a mile. 

" Cover the mare's eyes, and hold her mouth, lest 
she neigh," said Winter. 

Hereward and Torfrida lay side by side npon the 
heath. She was shivering with cold and horror. He 
laid his cloak over her ; put his arm round her. 

"Your stars did not foretell you this, Torfrida." 
He spoke not bitterly, but in titter sadness. 

She burst into an agony of weeping. 

"My stars at least foretold me nothing but woe, 
once first I saw your face." 
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"Why did yon marry me, thenV asked he half 
angrily. 

" Becanse I loved you. Because I love yon stdE" 

" Then yon do not r^ret ?" 

" Never, never, never ! I am qnite happy — quite 
happy. Why not r 

A low murmur from the men made them look up. 
They were near enough to the toim to hear — only too 
much. They heard the tramp of men, shouts and 
yelk Then the shrill cries of women. All dull and 
muffled the sounds came to them through the stiU 
night ; and they lay there spell-hound, as in a night- 
mare, as men asBisting at some horrible tragedy, which 
they had no power to prevent Then there was a 
glare, and a wisp of smoke gainst the black sky, and 
then a house b^an burning brightly, and then 
another. 

" This ia the Frenchman's faith ! " 

And all the while, aa the sack raged in the town 
below, the mineter stood above, glaring in the fire- 
light, silent and safe. The church had provided for 
herself, by sacrificing the children beneath her foster- 
ing shadow. 

They waited nearly an hour, hut no fugitives came 
oat 

"Come, men," said Hereward, wearily, "we may 
as well to the boats." 

And so they went^ walking on like men in a 
dream, as yet too stunned to realise to themselves the 
hopeless horror of their situation. Only Hereward 
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and Torhida saw it all, looking back on the splendid 
past — the splendid hopes for the future : glory, honour, 
an earldom, a free Danish England — and this was all 
that was left 1 

"No, it is not !" cried Torfrida suddenly, as if an- 
swering her own unspoken thoughts, and his. " Lore 
is stJU left The gallows and the stake cannot take 
that away." And she clung closer to her husband's 
side, and he again to hers. 

They reached the shore, and told their tale to their 
comrades. Whither now t 

"To WelL To the wide mere,"^ said Hereward. 

"But their ships will hunt ua out there." 

" We shall need no hunting. We must pick up the 
men at Cissham. You would not leave them to be 
murdered, too, as we hare left the Ely men V 

No. They would go to Well And then ) 

"The Bmneswald, and the merry greenwood," said 
Hereward. 

"Hey for the meny greenwood!" shouted Leofric 
the Deacon, And the men, in the sadden delight 
of finding any place, any purpose, answered with a 
lusty cheer. 

' Probably near TJpwell and Oatwell, in the direction of 
Wisbeaoli. There the old Nene and the old Welney rivers 
Joining, formed vast morasses, dow laid dry hy the middle Level 
and Marshland Draina. Tho bursting of the Middle Level 
Sloice in the year 1861, restored for aiihile a vast tract in these 
fens to its primeval state of "the Wide Mere." From thia 
point Hereward could escape north into Lincolnsbire, either by 
Wisbeach and the Wash, or by Crowland and Bourne. 
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"Brave hearts!" said Hereward. "We will live 
and die together like Englishmen." 

"We will, we will, Vildng." 

"Where shall we stow the mare I" asked Geri, 
" the boats are full already. " 

" Leave her to me. On board, Toririda. " 

He got on board last, leading the mare by the 
bridle. 

"Swim, good lass!" sud he, as ihey poshed oS; 
and the good lass, who had done it many a time 
before, waded in, and was soon swimming behind. 
Hereward tnmed, and bent over the side in the dark- 
ness. There was a strange gui^e, a splash, and a 
swirl He tamed romid, and sat upright again. 
They rowed on. 

" That mare will never swim all the way to Well," 
saidona 

"She will not need it," said Hereward. 

"Why!" said Torfrida, feeling in the darkness, 
"she is loose. What is this in yom; handt Your 
dagger f and wet t " 

"Mare Swallow is at the bottom of the reach. 
We could never have got her to WelL" 

"And you have " cried a dozen voices. 

"Do you think that I would let a cursed French- 
man—ay, even William's self — say that he had be- 
stridden Hereward's mare !" 

None answered : but Torfrida, as she laid her head 
upon her husband's bosom, felt the great tears running 
down from his cheek on to her own. 
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None epoke a word. The men were awe-stricken. 
There was something dospauii^ and ill-omened in the 
deed. And yet there was a savage grandeur in it, 
which bound their savage hearts still closer to tiieir 
chief. 

And ao Mare Swallow's bones lie somewhere in the 
peat unto this day. 

They got to Well ; they sent out spies to find the 
men who had been "wasting Gissham with fire and 
eword:" and at last bron^t them in. lU news, as 
usual, had travelled fast They had heard of the fall 
of My, and hidden themselves "in a certain very 
small island which is called Stimtencli," where, think- 
ing that the friends in search of them were Frenchmen 
in pursuit, l^ey hid themselves amongst the high 
reeds. There two of them — one Starkwulf by name, 
the other Broher — hiding near each other, " thought 
that, as they were monks, it might conduce to their 
safety if they had shaven crowna ; and set to work 
with their swords to shave each other's heads as well 
as they could. But at last^ by their war^es and 
their speech, recognising each other, they left off fight- 
ing," and went after Hereward. 

So jokes, grimly enoi^h, the old Chronicler, who 
may have seen them come in the next morning, with 
bleeding coxcombs, and could laugh over the thing in 
after years. But he was in no humour for jestmg in 
the days in which they lay at Well Nor was he in 
jestjng humour when, a week afterwards, hunt«d by 
the French from Well, and forced to take to meres 
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and w^tenrajB known only to them, and too shallow 
and narrow for the French ehipB, they found their way 
across into the old Nen, and so on toward Crowland, 
leaving Peterborough far on the left For as they 
neared Crowland they saw before them, rowing slowly 
a barge full of men. And as they neared that barge, 
behold, all they who rowed were bhnd of both their 
eyea; and all they who sat and guided them, were 
maimed of both their hands. And as they came aloi^- 
dde, there was not a man in all that ghastly crew but 
was an ancient friend, by whose side they had fought 
full many a day, and with whom they had drunk deep 
full many a night They were the first fruits of 
William's vengeance ; thrust into that boat, to tell 
the rest of the fen-men what those had to expect who 
dared oppose the Norman. And they were going to 
Crowland, to the sanctuary of the Danish fen-men, 
that they might cast themselves down before St 
Guthlac, and ask of him that mercy for their souls 
which the Conqueror had denied to their bodies: 
Alas for them 1 Tijey were but a handful among hun- 
dreds, perhaps thousands, of mutilated cripples, who 
swarmed all over England, and especially in the north 
and east, throughout the reign of the Norman con- 
querors. They told their comrades' ^ate, slaughtered 
in the first attack, or hanged afterwards as rebels and 
traitors to a foreigner whom they had never seen, 
and to whom they owed no fealty by law of God or 

"And SigtrygKaualdssonl" 
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Kone knew aught of him. He never got home 
again to his Irish princess. 

" And the poor women V asked Torfrida. 

But she received no answer. 

And the men swore a great oath and kept it : never 
to give quarter to a Frenchman, as long as there was 
one left on English ground. 

Neither were the monks of Ely in jesting humour, 
when they came to count np the price of their own 
baseness. They had obeyed the apostolic injunction, 
"to submit to the powers that be, because they are 
ordained," etc. But they found their return (as the 
Book of Ely calls it) to " a more wholesome couUHel," 
beset with thorns. The King btored them out of 
the monastery, lest the monks should come out with 
crosses and rehcs to implore hia mercy. Going into 
the minster, he stood afar off from the holy body of 
SL Etheldreda, and cast a mark of gold on the altar, 
as a peace-ofTering to that terrible lady; and then 
retired to Whichford, leaving his soldiers to work 
their wicked wiE So terrified were the poor monks, 
that no mass was celebrated that day : but as the 
hours wore on, they needs must eat And as they 
ate, there entered to them into the refectoiy Gilbert 
of Clare— 

" Ye Ei^lish swine, could ye find no other time to 
feed ) The King is in the minster. " 

Oat hurried the monks, but too late. The King 
was gone; and hardly, by humblii^ themselves to 
their old enemy Gilbert, did they obtain grace of the 
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King for seven hundred marta of sUver, The which 
mone^ they took, as they had promised, to Picot the 
Viscount of Cambridge. He weighed it ; and finding 
it an ounce short, accuaed them of cheating the K'ng, 
and sentenced them to pay 300 marks more. Then 
was lost all the gold and ailvor which was left in Ely : 
the image of St Mary with her child, Bitting on a 
throne, wrought with wondrous still, which Elfsy 
the abbot had made of gold and sUTer, was broken 
up ; and the images of the guardian vii^^ins stripped 
of their precious ornaments. After which tlie royal 
commiasioners came, plundered the abbey of all that 
was left of those treasares, which had been bron^t 
from every quarter into the camp of refuge, of which 
a corions inventory remains to this day. 

Thurstan, the traitor abbot, died in a few moDths. 
Egelwin, the Bishop of Durham, was taken in the 
abbey. He was a bishop, and they dared not kill 
him. But he was a patriot, and must have no mer^. 
They accuaed him of stealing the treasures of Durhani, 
which he had brought to £Iy for the service of his 
country; and shut him up in Abingdon. A few 
months after, the brave man was found starved and 
dead, "whether of his own will, or enforced;" and 
so ended another patriot prelate. But we do not 
read that the Normans gave back the treasures to 
Durham. And so, yielding an immense mass of 
booty, and many a fair woman, as the Norman's prey, 
ended the camp of refuge, and the glory of the isle of 
Ely. 
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But not the wrath of St, Etheldreda. Whatever 
she m^ht have done when on earth, she was not in- 
clined, as patroness of Ely, to obey the apostolic in- 
jonction, and "take joyfully the spoiling of her goods;" 
and she fell upon those who had robbed her of her 
gay gannentfi and rich manors, and left her to go in 
msaet for many a year, with such strokes as proved 
that the monks had chosen the less of two evils, when 
they preferred falling into the hands of an angry king 
to falling into those of an angry saint Terrible was 
the fate of Soger Picot's man Gervase, who dared 
to hairy and bind St Etheldreda's men ; who even 
brought an action at law i^;ainst the Abbot himsell 
The very night before the trial, St Etheldreda, and 
her two sisters, St Withbni^a and Sezburga, stabbed 
liim to the heart with the spikes of their pastoral 
staves, and he died, to the terror of all bystanders. 

Worse, even, was the fate of Roger Kcot himself 
"the hungry lion, the prowling wolf, the crafty fox, 
the filthy swine, the shameless dog," who had said, 
" Who is this Etheldreda, whose lands ye say that I 
have taken T I know not Etheldreda, and I will not 
give up her lands," 

" Listen, ye isles, and attend, ye people from afar 
off, what her Spouse hath done for the Lady of Ely. 
His sin, saith Scripture, is sot^ht, and shall not be 
found. By whom is it sought 1 By him from whom 
nothii^ is hidden. By whom shall it be found 1 By 
no man, since none know His day. Whither he is 
gone, why he fled, or how he has died j whether he 

VOL. IL P H. T. w. 
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I ftlive into the pit with Dathan and 
Abyrom, or become a beast with Nabuchadonossor ; 
hath vaniBhed utterly, or by any other mode hal^ 
periahed, to be d&nmed ivithout end. Bat one thing 
we know for certain, that in our bounds be has ap- 
peared no more, but has disappeared for erer to^y. 
Glory to Him who has given us the victory over onr 
enemy." 

Worse again (according to those of Ely) was the 
fate of Earl William de Warrenne, who violently 
withheld some farms from St. Ethsldreda, For on 
the night on which he died, the then abbot heard his 
soul carried off by demons, ciying in vain to heaven 
for mercy. Therefore when his lady, Gnndreda 
(William the Conqueror's step-daughter), a few days 
after, sent a hundred shillings for his soul to the 
minster at Ely, the abbot and his monks sent them 
back, neither deigning nor daring to take the money 
of a damned maa So there is no hope tor Earl 
Wairenne, were it not that the Cluniac monks whom 
he had established at Lewee, holdii^ naturally a dif- 
ferent opinion of him and his deeds, buried bit" there 
in splendour, and put up over his tomb a white marble 
slab, on which were set ioith his virtues, and the 
present protection and future rewards which St Pan- 
eras was to procure for him in return for the minster 
which he had raised in honour of that mighty avenger 
of perjury.^ 

After which — whether St Pancras did or did not 
■ Oiderinu Titalis, book viiL c. 9. 
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deliver Earl William from the wrsih of St Etheldreda 
— the Lady of Elj was appeased; and vhen almost 
all the monks were either sick or dying (possibly from 
one of those fevers whicli so often devastated the 
fens), she was seen, after long fastings and vigils, by 
a holy man named Goderic, staying the hand of some 
mighty being, who was in act to shoot an arrow from 
heaven against the doomed borough. After which, 
watching and praying still more fervently, he beheld 
St Etheldreda and her maidens rise from their tombe 
by night, and walk majestic through choir and cloister, 
and ao to the sick-house and the dying monks. And 
there the Lady of Ely went round to every bed, and 
laid her pure hand upon the throbbing forehead and 
wiped the typhus^re from the faded lips with her 
sacred sleeve, and gave the sufferers sudden health 
and strength; and signified to CSoderic, who had 
followed her trembling afar off, that all was foigiven 
and forgottea^ 

* For oil these tales (tlie Ust is told with mndii pathos), see 
the Libei Elieiiau, book iL ^ 110-133. 
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HOW HEEEWARD WBNT TO THE GREENWOOD. 

And now ifl Hereward to the greenwood gone, to be a 
bold outlaw ; and not only an outlaw himself but the 
fatiier of aU outlaws, who held thoae forests for two 
hundred years, from the fens to the Scottash border. 
Utiages, foreetiere, latnmcnli, sicarii, saorages, who 
prided themaelveB upon sleeping on the bare ground — 
they were accursed by the conquerors, and beloved by 
the conquered. The Norman viscount or sheriff com- 
manded to hunt them from hundred to hundred, with 
hue and cry, horse and bloodhound. The English 
yeoman left for them a keg of ale, or a basket of loavea, 
beneath the hollins green, as sauce for their meal of 
"nombles of the dera" 

" For hart and hind, and doe and roa, 
Were in that tan»t great pleutie." 
and 

' ' Swannes and fesanntea they had fall good. 
And fonlea of the rivere. 
There fajled never bo iTteU a hyrde, 
That ever nas bred on brere." 

With the same friendly yeoman " that was a good 
felawe," they would lodge by twos and threes during 
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the sharp frosts of mid-winter, in tiie lonely farm- 
house which stood in the " field " or forest-clearing : 
but for the greater part of the year their " lodging 
was on the cold ground" in the holly thickets, or 
under the hangii^ rock, or in a lodge of boughs. 

And then, alter a while, the life which began in 
terror, and dequur, and poverty, and loss of land and 
kin, became not only tolerable, but pleasant Bold 
men and hardy, they cared less and leas for 

" The thornie wsjes, the deep TBUejs, 
, The Bnowe, the frost, the rayne. 

The colde, the het« ; for dry or vete 

We most lodge on the plsine. 

And ue above, none other roofe 

Bat a brake bnshe, or twajne." 

And they found fair lasses, too, in time, who, like 
Torfrida and Maid Marian, would answer, with the 
nut-brown maid, to their warnings gainst the outlaw 
life, that 

" Amoiige the vylde dere, snch on archeie , 

Aa men u.j that ;e be, 

He may not &yle of good vitajle. 

Where is so great plenty ; 

And water clera of the riTere, 

Shall be fnU swete to me, 
With which in hele, I shall right wele, 
Snduxe, as ;e may see." 

Then called they themselves " merry men ;" and 
the forest the "meny greenwood;" and sang, with 
Bobin Hood, 
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They were coaxed back, at times, to civilised life ; 
they got their grace of the king, and entered the 
king's service : but the craving after the greenwood 
was npon them. They dreaded and hated the four 
stone walls of a Norman castle^ and, like Kobin 
Hood, slipt back to the forest and the deer. 

Gradually, too, law and order arose among them, 
lawless as they were ; that instinct of discipline and 
self-government, side by side with that of personal 
independence, which is the peculiar mark, and pecnihur 
strength, of the English character. Who knows not 
how, in the "Lytell Geate of Eobin Hood," they shot 
at "pluck-buffet," the king among them disguised as 
an abbot ; and every man who missed the rose-garland, 
" his tackle he shonld tyne ; " 

" And bere a bnfTet on Ma liead, 

IwfS I7glit nil bare, 
Aiul all that feH on Robyn'a lots. 

He smote them wonder sair. 
" Till Robyn fiiyled of the garlonde, 

Three lyngerB und mair. " 

Then good Gilbert bids him in hia turn 
' ' ' Stand forCli and take his pay. ' 
" 'If it be 80,' SBjnlEobyu, 
' That maj no better be, 
S;t Abbot, I delyver thee mjn wrowe, 
I pray thee, Sjr, serve thou me. ' 
" ' It Jalleth not for myae order,' saith our kynge 
' Bobju, by thy leve. 
For to smyte no good yeman. 
For donte I should hym grave.' 
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" ' Smyte on boldlj,' Ba7d Kobyn, 
' I give thee large leve.' 
AuOD OUT kjnge, with that word. 
He folde np hie sieve. 
" And sncli a buflet he gave Bobjti, 
To gioimde he jode fall nera. 
' I make myae avowe,' nyd Bobpi, 
■ Thon art a atalwarte frere.' 
" * There is pfth in thyn arme,' sayd Bobyn, 
' I trowe thon canet well ehoote.' 
ThuB our kjnge and Uobyn Hode 
Together they ere met" 

Hard knocks in good humour, strict rules, fair play, 
and eqnal justice for high and low ; this was the old 
outlaw spirit, which has descended to their inlawed 
deaceudanta; and makes, to this day, the life and 
marrow of an English public school 

One fixed idea the outlaw had — hatred of the in- 
vader. If "bis herd were the Hug's deer," "his 
treasure was the earl's purse;" and still oftener the 
purse of the foreign churchman. Frenchman or Italian, 
who had expelled the outlaw's English couama from 
their conrents ; scourged and imprisoned them, as the 
blessed archbishop Lanfranc did at Canterbury, be- 
cause they would not own allegiance to a E^nch 
abbot; or murdered them at the high altar, as did 
the new abbot of Glastonbury, because they would not 
change their old Gregorian chant for that of William 
of Feacamp.' 

On these mitred tyrants the outlaw had no mercy, 
as far as their purses were concerned. Their persons, 
' See the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle. 
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as Goiuecrated, were eren to him sacred and invioUblfl 
— at least, from wotrnds and death; and wie may 
sappose Kereward himself to hare been the fiist 
author of the laws afterward attributed to Robin 
Hood. Ab for "robbing and rerag, beting and 
bynding," free warren was allowed against the Nw 

" 'Tbcmof no fors,' raidBob)^ 
' We ahsU do well gdow. 
Bat look je do no hanseboude hamte, 
That tylletli nyth hil ptoogh. 
" ' No more ya aluJl no good jem^ 

That valketh by grene wood ehawe ; 
Ne no knjght, ae no eqnjer. 
That will be good feUws. 
" ' TheM l^rnboppes, and these archbjulioppea 
Ye aball them bete and binds ; 
Tho bye shetyff of Nottingham, 
Hym holde in your mynde.' 

" Bol^ loved our dera I^ye, 

For donbt of dedely Bjnne, 
Wolde he never do company harme - 
That any woman was ynoe. ' " 

And even so it waa with The Wake when he was 
in the Bmneswald, if the old chronidera are to be 
believed. 

And now Torfrida was astonished. She had ^ven 
way utterly at Ely, from woman's fear, and woman's 
disappointment All was over. All was lost^ What 
was left, eave to die 1 

But — and it was a new and unexpected fact to one 
of her excitable Southern blood, easily raised, and 
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easily depressed — she diacoTered that neither her 
husband, nor Winter, nor Geri, nor Wenoch, nor 
Ranald of Eamsey, nor eyen the romancing harping 
Leofric, thooght that all was lost She argued it vith 
them, not to persuade them into base flnbrnisaion, but 
to aatiefy her own surprise. 

"But what will you dol" 

"Live in the greenwood." 

" And what then t" 

" Bum every town which a Frenchman holds, and 
IdU eveiy Frenchman we meet" 

"But what plan have yout" 

" Who wants a plan, as yon call it, while he has 
the green hollies overhead, the dun deer on the lawn, 
bow in his hand, and sword by his side 1" 

"But what will be the end of it alii" 

"We shall live tiU we die." 

"But William is master of all England." 

" What is that to ns ) He is not our master." 

"But he must be some day. You will grow feWOT 
and fewer. His government will grow stronger and 



" What is that to us T When we are dead, there 
will be brave yeomen in plenty to take our place. 
You would not turn traitor 1" 

" I ? never I never 1 I will live and die with yon 
in your greenwood, aa you call it. Only — I did not 
understand you Englisli." 

Torfiida did not. She was discovering the fact, 
which her nation have more than once discovered since, 
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that the stupid valour of the Englishnian never knows 
when it is beaton ; and Bometimea, by that eelf -satisfied 
ignorance, succeeds in not being beaten after alL 

So The Wake — if the chroniclers speak truth — 
assembled a formidable force, well-nigh, at last, four 
hundred men. Winter, Geri, Wenoch, Grogan, one of 
the Azera of Lincoln, were still with him. Banald the 
seneschal still carried his standard Of Dati and Onti, 
the famous brothers, no more is heard. A valiant 
Matelgar ti^es their place ; Alfric and Sexwold and 
many tmother gallant fi^tive cast up, like scattered 
hounds, at the sound of "The Wake's" war-horn. 
There were those among them (says Gaimar) who 
scorned to fight single-huided less than three French- 
men As for The Wake, he would fight seven, 

" Lee qnatre oscut, lea treia Aurent ; 
Nafirez, sangluit, cil a'eii paitirelit 
En pluania liua iaai avint, 
E'encoutre seit ttka bien ee tnit 
De aeit hommea avait Terta, 
Un plna hsrdi ne fii vea." 

Th^ ranged up the Bruneswald, dashii^ out to 
the war-cry of " A Wake ! A Wt^e !" and laying all 
waste with fire and sword ; that is, such towns as 
were in the hands of Frenchmen. A noble range they 
must have had, for gallant sportsmen Away south, 
between the Nene and Welland, stretched from Stam- 
ford and Peterborough the still vast forests of Eock- 
ii^ham, nigh twenty miles in length as the crow 
flies, down beyond Bockin^iam town and Geddington 
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Chase. To the west, they had the range of the 
"hnnting counties," dotted still, in the more eastern 
part, with inniunerable copses and sbaughH, the rem- 
nants of the great forest, out of which, as oat of 
BocMnghamshire, have been cut those fair parks and 
* ' Handaome hmues, 
Where the wealthy nobles dwell ;" 

past which the Lord of Bnrghley led his Welsh bride 
to that Bnr^ey House by Stamford town, well-nigh 
the noblest of them all, which was in Hereward's time 
deep wood, and freestone down. Bound Exton, and 
Normanton, and that other Burley on the Hill; on 
through those Morkery woods, which still retain the 
name of Hereward's ill-fated nephew ; north by Im- 
ham and Corby; on to Belton and Syston (par nobUe), 
and south-west i^ain to those still wooded heights, 
whence all-but-royal Belvoir looks out over the rich 
green vale below, did Hereward and his men range 
far and wide, harrying the Frenchman, and hunting 
the dun deer. Stags and fallow deer there were in 
plenty. There remain to this day, in Qrimsthorpe 
Park by Boome, the descendants of the very deer 
which Earl Leofrio and Earl Algar, and after them 
Hereward the outlaw, hunted in the Broneewald. 

Deep tangled forest filled the lower claylands, 
swarming with pheasant, roe, badger, and more wolves 
than were needed. Broken park-like glades covered 
the upper freestones, where the red deer came out 
from harbour for their evening graze, and the par- 
tridges and plovers whirred up, and the hares loped 
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away innumerable; tmd where hollies and ferns 
always gave dry lying for the night What did men 
need more, whose bodies were as stout as their heartsl 

They were poachers and robbero — and why notl 
The deer had once been theirs, the game, the land, 
the serfs ; and if Oodric of Corby slew the Imbam 
deer, and burned Imbam hall over the head of the 
new French lord, and thought no harm, he did but 
what he would with that which had been once bis own. 

Easy it was to dash out by nighty and make a raid; 
to harry the places which they once had owned them- 
selves in the vale of Belvoir to the west^ or to the east 
in the strip of fertile land which sloped down into the 
fen : and levy black mail in Folkingham, or Aslackby, 
or Sleaford, or any other of the " Vills " (now thriving 
villages) which still remain in Domesday book, and 
written against them the ugly and significant — 

" Id Tatenai habuerunt Turgisle et Suen IIIL 
carrucas terrae," etc. " Hoc Ivo TaUleboec ibi habet 
in dominio" — all, that is, that the wars had left of 
them. 

The said Turgisle (Torldll or Turketil misspelt by 
Frenchmen) and Sweyn, and many a good man more 
— ^for Ivo's possessions were enormous — ^were thorns 
in the sides of Ivo and his men, which must be ex- 
tracted ; and the Bruneswald a nest of hornets, which 
must be smoked out at any cost. 

Wherefore it befell, that once upon a day, there 
came riding to Hereward in the Bruneswald, a horse- 
man all alone. 
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And meeting ^th Hereward and his men, he made 

eigne of amity, snd bowed himself low, and pulled out 
of his puiBe a letter, protesting that he was an English- 
man, and a " good f elawe," and that though he came 
from Lincoln town, a friend to the English had sent 

That was believable enough, for Hereward had his 
friends, and his spies, far and wide. 

And when he opened the letter, and looked first, 
like a waiy man, at the signature, — a sudden thrill 
went through him, 

It was Alftrada's. 

If he was interested in her, considering what had 
passed between them from her childhood, it was 
nothing to be ashamed o£ And yet, somehow, he 
felt ashamed of that same sudden thrilL 

And Hereward had reason to be ashamed. He 
had been faithful to Torfrida — a virtue moat rare in 
those days. Few were faithful then, save, it may be, 
Baldwin of Mons, to his tyrant and idol, the sorceress 
Eichilda ; and William of Normandy, — whatever were 
his other sins, — to hia wise, and sweet and beautiful 
Matilda The stories of his coldness and cruelty to 
her seem to rest on no foundation. One need believe 
them as little as one does the myth of one chronicler, 
that when she tried to stop him from some expedition, 
and clung to him as he sat upon his horse, he smote his 
spur so deep into her breast that she fell dead. The 
man had self-control, and feared God, in his own wild 
way : therefore it was, perhaps, that he conqnered. 
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And Herevard had been faithful likewise to Tor- 
frida, and loved her with an OTerwhelming adora- 
tion, — aa all trae men love. And for that very reason 
he was the mote aware that hia feeling for Alftruda 
was strangely like his feeling for Torfrida ; and yet 
strangely different. 

There was nothing in the letter that he should not 
have read. She called him her best and dearest friend, 
twice the savioor of her Ufa What could she do in 
return, but, at any risk to herself, try and save his 
life t The French were upon him. The posse comi- 
tatus of seven conntieB was raising. "Northampton, 
Cambridge, Lincoln, Holland, Leicester, Huntingdon, 
Warwick," were cfmiing to the Bmneawald to root 
him out 

"Lincoln!" thought Hereward. "That must be 
GUbert of Ghent, and Ogee the Breton. No I Gil- 
bert is not comii^ ; Sic Ascelin is coming for him. 
Holland t That is my friend Ivo TaUlebois. Well, 
we shall have the chance of paying off old scores. 
Northampton ! The Earl thereof just now is the pions 
and loyal Waltheof, as he is of Huntingdan and CanL- 
bridge. la he going to join young Fitz-Osbem from 
Warwick and Leicester, to root out the last English- 
man) Why noti That would be a deed worthy of 
the man who married Judith, and believes in the 
powers that be, and eats dirt daily at William's table." 

Then he read on. 

Ascelin had been mentioned, he remarked, three 
or four times in the letter, which was long, as from 
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one Imgering over tlie paiper, wiBhing to ea.y moie than 
she dared At the end vas a hint of the reason : 

"Oh, that having saved me twice, yon could save 
me once more. Know yon that Goapatric haa been 
driven from his earldom on charge of treason, and that 
Waltheof has Northombria in his pkce, as well as the 
parts round yoa 1 And that Gospatric is fled to Scot- 
land again, with his sons — my man among themt 
And now the report comes, that my man is slain in 
battle on the Border^ and that I am to be given 
away, — as I have been given away twice before, — to 
Ascelin. This I know, as I know all, not only from 
him of Ghent, but &om him of Peterborough, A^celin's 
uncle." 

Hereward laughed a laugh of cynical triumph, — 
pardonable enough in a broken ttiuti , 

" Gospatric I the wittol 1 the woodcock 1 looking at 
the springe, and then coolly putting his head therein. 
Throwing tiie hatchet aftor the helve ! selling his soul, 
and never getting the price of it ! I foresaw it, fore- 
told it, I believe to Alftruda herself, — foretold that 
he would not keep his bought earldom three years. 
What a people we are, we English, if Gospatric is — as 
he is — ^the shrewdest man among as, with a dash of 
canny Scots blood too. 'Amoi^ the one-eyed, the 
blind is king,' aaya Torfrida, ont pf her wise ancients, 
and blind we are, if he is our best fTo. There is 
one better man left, I trust ; one that will never be 
sleepy enocgh to put his head into the wolfs mouth, 
and trust the Frenchman, and that is, I The Wake." 
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And Hereward boasted to himself, at Goc^atric's 
expense, of hia own superior wiadom, till his eye 
caught a line or two, which finished the letter. 

"Oh, that you would change your mind, much as 
I honour you for it Oh, that you would come in to 
the king, who loves and trusts you, having seen your 
constant^ and faith, proved by so many years of afflic- 
tion. Great things are open to you, and great joys ; 
— I dare not toll yon what : but I know them, if you 
would come in. You, to waste yourseU in the forest, 
an outlaw and a savage ! Opportunity once lost 
never returns ; time flies fast, Hereward, my friend, 
and we shall all grow old, — I think at times that I 
shall soon grow old. And the joys of life wiU be 
impossible, and nothing left but vain regrets." 

"HeyT" said Hereward, "a very clerkly letter. I 
did not think she was bo good a scholar. Almost as 
good a one as Torfrida." 

That was all he said ; and as for thinkii^ he had 
the posse comitatus of seven counties to think ot 
But what could those great fortunes and joys be, 
which Alf truda did not dare to describe t 

She growing old, too ! Impossible : that was 
woman's vanity. It was but two years since she was 
as fair as a saint in a window. " She shall not marry 
Ascelia I will cut his head ofil She shall have her 
own choice for once, poor child." 

And Hereward found himself worked up to a great 
height of paternal solicitude for Alftruda, and righteous 
ind^ation against Ascelin. He did not confess to 
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himself that he disliked much, in his selfish vanity, 
the notion of Alftruda'a marrying any one at all. He 
did DotTant to marry her himself, — of course not. 
But there is no dog in the manger bo churlish on such 
pointo as a vain man. There are those who will not 
willingly let their own sisters, their own daughters, 
their own servants many. Why should a wonuui 
wish to marry any one but them 1 

But Hereward, however vain, vss no dreamer or 
slu^aid. He set to work, joyfully, cheerfully, scent- 
ing battle afar off, like Job's war horse, and pawing 
for the battle. He sent back Alftruda's messenger, 
with this answer :— 

"Tell your lady that I kiss her hands and feet 
That I cannot write, for outlaws carry no pen and 
ink. But that what she has conmianded, that will I 
perform." 

It is noteworthy, that when Hereward showed 
Torfrida (which he did frankly) Alftruda's letter, he 
did not tell her the exact words of his answer, and 
stumbled and vuried much, vesdng her thereby, when 
she, naturally, wished to hear them word for word 

Then he sent out spies to the four airts of heaven. 
And his spies, finding a friend and a meal in every 
hovel, brought home all the news he needed 

He withdrew Torfrida and his men into the heart 
of the forest, — no hint of the place is given by the 
chronicler, — cut down trees, formed an abattis of 
trunks and branches, and awaited the enemy. 
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HOW ABBOT THOEOLD WAS PUT TO RANSOM. 

TnouQH Hereward had, as yet, no feud against 
"BysBhoppes and Archbysshoppes," save EgeMa of 
Selsey, who had excommunicated him, but who was 
at the other end of England, he had feud, as may be 
gapposed against Thorold, Abbot of Peterborough; 
and Thorold feud likewise against him. When 
Thorold had entered the "Golden Borough," hoping 
to fatten himself with all its treasures, he had found 
it a smoking min, and its treasures gone to Ely to 
pay Sweyn and his Danes. And such a sacrilege, 
eepecially when he was the loser thereby, was the 
nnpardonable dn itself in tiie eyes of Thorold, as he 
hoped it might be in the eyes of St Peter. Joyfully 
therefore he joined his friend Ivo TaiUebds, when, 
"with his usual pompous verbosity," saith Peter of 
Blois, writing on this very matter, he asked him to 
join in destroying Hereward. 

Nevertheless, with all the French chivalry at their 
back, it behoved them to move with caution ; for (so 
says the chronicler) "Hereward had in these days 
very many foreigners, as well as landafolk, who had 
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come to him to practise and learn war, and fied trom 
their masters and friends when they heard of his 
fame ; some of them even the King's courtiers, who 
had come to see whether those things which they 
heard were true, whom Hereward nevertheleas re- 
ceived cautiously, on plighted troth and oatL" 

So Ivo Taillebois eummoned all his men, and all 
other men's men who would join him, and rode forth 
through Spalding tmd Bourne, having announced to 
Lucia, his bride, that he was going to slay her one 
remaining relative ; and when she wept, cursed and 
kicked her, as he did once a week. After which he 
came to Thoroid of Peterborough. 

So on the two worthies rode from Peterborough to 
Stamford, and from Stamford into the wilderness, no 
man knows whither. 

" And far they rode by bnah and shangh 
And &r hy moss and mire :" 
But never found a tjrack of The Wake or hia men. 
And Ivo Taillebois left off boasting how he would 
bum Torfrida over a slow fire, and confined himself 
to cursing ; and Abbot Thoroid left off warbling the 
song of Eoland as if he had been going to a second 
battle of Hastings, and wished himself in warm bed 



But at the last they struck upon a great horse- 
track, and followed it at their best pace for several 
miles ; and yet no sign of Hereward. 

"Catch an Englishman," quoth the Abbot 

But that was not so easy. The poor folk had 
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hidden themselves, like Israel of old, in thickets, and 
dens, and, caves of rocks, at the far-off eight of the 
fore^ tyrants ; and not a living soul had appeared 
for twenty miles. At last they caught a ragged 
wretch, herding swine, and haled him up to Ito. 

"Have yon seen Hereward, villain!" asked he. 
through an interpreter. 

"Nay." 

"Yon lie. These are his fresh horse-tracks, and 
you must have seen him pass." 

"EhJ" 

"Thrust out one of his eyes, and he will find his 
tongue." 

It was dona 

" Will you answer now V 

The poor wretch only howled 

"Thnist out the other." 

" No, not that ! Mercy : I will telL He is gone 
hy this four hours. How have you not met him !" 

" Fool ! The hoofs point onwi^ there." 

" Ay " — and the fellow could hardly hide a grin — 
"but he had shod all hia horses backwards." 

A storm of execration followed. They might be 
thrown twenty miles out of their right road by the 
stratagem. 

"So you had seen Hereward, and would not tell! 
Put out his otber eye," said Tullebois, as a vent to 



And they turned thdr horses' heads, and rode 
back, leaving the man blind in the forest 
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The day was waning now. The fog hui^ he&vy 
on the tree-tops, and dripped upon their heads. The 
horses were getting tired, aad slipped and tumbled in 
the deep clay paths. The footmen were more tired 
still, and, cold and hungry, straggled more and more. 
The horae-tracks led over an open lawn of grass and 
fern, with here and there an ancient thorn, and round 
it on three sides thick wood of oak and beach, with 
under copse of hoUy and hazeL Into that wood the 
horse-tracks led, by a path on which there was but 
room for one horse at a time. 

" Here they are at last ! " cried Iva " I see the 
fresh foot-marks of men, as well as horses. Push on, 
knighte and men-at-arms." 

The Abbot looked at the dark, dripping wood, and 
meditated. 

" I think that it will be as well for some of us to 
remain here ; and, spreading our men along the wood- 
side, prevent the escape of the villains. A moi, 

"As you like. I will go in and bolt the rabbit; 
and you shall snap him as he comes out" 

And Ivo, who was as brave as a bull-dog, thrust 
his horse into the path, while the Abbot sat sbiverii^ 
outside. "Certain nobles of higher rank," says Peter 
de Blois, " followed his example, not wishing to rust 
their armour, or tear their fine clothes, in the damp 
copsa" 

The knights and men-at-arms stra^led slowly into 
the forest, some by the path, some elsewhere, grum- 
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Ming audibly at the l^ack work before them. At 
Ust the craahing of the branches died away, and all 
waBBtiU, 

Abbot ThoTold sat there npcoi his ahiveriDg horse, 
shivering himself as the cold pierced through his w^et 
maU ; and as near an hour passed, and no sign of foe 
or friend appeared, he cursed the hour in vhich he 
took off the beautiful garments of the aanctnary to 
endure those of the battlefield. He Uioi^t of a 
warm chamber, wann bath, warm footdoths, warm 
pheasant, and warm wine. He kicked his freezing 
iron feet in the freezing iron stirrup. He tried to 
blow his nose with his freezing iron hand ; hut dropt 
his handkerchief (an almost unique luxury in those 
days) into the mud, and his horse trod on it. He 
tried to warble the song of Eoland : but the words 
exploded in a cough and a sneeze. And so draped 
on the weary hours, says the chronicler, nearly all day, 
till the ninth hour. But never did they see coining 
out of the forest, the men who had gone in. 

A shout from his nephew, Sir Ascelin, made all turn 
their heads. Behind tbem, on the open lawn, in the 
throat between the woods by which they had entered, 
were some forty knights, galloping towards them. 

"Ivol" 

"No!" almost shrieked the Abbot "There is 
the Wake banner. It is Hereward." 

"There is Winter on his left," cried ona "And 
there, with the standard, is the accursed monk, Ranald 
of Ramsey." 



Up-iieObyGOOl^lC 



WAS PUT TO EAMBOM. 231 

And on they cuue, having debouched from the 
wood Bome two hundred yards off, behind a roll in 
the lawn, just far enough off to cha^e as soon as 
they were in line. 

On they cwne, two deep, with lances high over 
their shoulders, heads and heels well down, while the 
green tufts flew behind them. "A moi, hommes 
d'armes!" shouted the Abbot But too late. The 
French turned right and left To form was impos- 
sible, ere the human whirlwind would be upon them. 

Another half minute, and with a ehont of "A 
Wake 1 A Wake !" they were struck, ridden throi^h, 
hurled over, and trampled in the mud, 

" I yield. Grace ! I yield !" cried Thorold, strug- 
gling from under his horse : but there waa no one to 
whom to yield. The knights' backs were fifty yards off, 
their right arms high in the air, striking and stabbing. 

The battle was "k I'outrance." There was no 
quarter given that day. 

" And he that came live out thereof 
Was ha that ran a-way." 

The Abbot tried to make for the wood : but ere 
he could gain it, the kni^ts had turned, and one rode 
straight at him, throwing away a broken lance, and 
drawing his sword. 

Abbot Thorold may not have been the coward 
which Peter of Blois would have biTii, over and above 
being the bully which all men would have him ; bat 
if so, even a worm will turn ; and so did the Abbot : 
he drew sword from thigh, got well under his shield, 
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his left foot forward, and sferock one blow for his life, 
at the right place — his foe's bare knee. 

But he had to do with a warier man than himselt 
There was a quick jerk of the rein ; the horse swerved 
lonnd right upon him, and knocked him head over 
heels ; while his blow went into empty air. 

" Yield, or die !" cried the knight, leaping from his 
horse, and kneeling on his head. 

"I am a man of God, an abbot, chnrchnuui, 
Thorold." 

"Man of all the deTilsI" and the knight lugged 
him np and bound his arms behind him with the 
abbot's own belt 

" Ahoi I Here I I have caught a fish. I have got 
the Golden Borough in my purse ! " roared he, " How 
much has St Peter gained since we borrowed of him 
last, Abbot 1 He will have to pay out the silver 
pennies bonnily, if he wishes to get back thee." 

"Blaspheme not, godless barbarian!" Whereat 
the knight kicked him. 

"And you have Thorold the scoundrel, Winter!" 
cried Hereward galloping up, " And we have three 
or more dainty French knights, and a viscount of I 
know not where among them. This is a good day's 
work. Now for Ivo and his tail." 

And the Abbot, with four or five more prisoners, 
wwe hoisted on to their own horses, tied firmly, and 
led away into the forest path. 

"Do not leave a wounded man to die," cried a 
knight who lay on the lawn. 
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" Never we. I will come back and pat you out of 
your pain," quotli some one. 

" Siward ! Siw&rd Le Blanc 1 Are you in tliis 
meinie )" cried the knight in French. 

"That ami Who caUel" 

" For Gtod's sake save him ! " cried Thorold. " He 
is my own nephew, and I will pay " 

" You will need all your money for yourself," swd 
Siward the White, riding back. 

"Are you Sir Ascelin of Ghent!" 

"That am I, your host of old." 

" I wish I had met you in better company. But 
friends we are, and friends must be." 

And he dismounted, and did his best for the 
wounded man, promising him to return and fetch him 
off before night, or send yeomen to do so. 

As he pushed on through the wood, the Abbot 
began to see signs of a fight ; riderless horses crashing 
through the copse, wounded men straggling back, to 
be cut down without mercy by the English The war 
had been h routrance for a long while. None gave 
or asked quarter. The knights might be kept for 
ransom J they had money. The wretched men of 
the lower classes, who had none, were slain ; as they 
would have elain the English 

Soon they heard the noise of battle ; and saw horse- 
men and footmen pell-mell, tangled in an abattis, from 
behind which archers and cross-bowmen shot them 
down in safety. 

Hereward dashed forward with a shout, and at 
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that the French, takea in the flank, fled, and were 
smitten aa they fled, hip and t^gh. 

Hereward bade them spare a fngitive, and bring 
him to him. 

" I ^ve you yoiir life ; so run, and carry my mess- 
age. That is Taillebois' banner there forward, is it 
not?" 

"Yes." 

"Then go after him, and tell him, — Hereward has 
the Abbot of Burgh, and half-a-dozen knights, eafe by 
the heels. And unless Ivo clears the wood of his men 
by nightfall, I will hang every one of them up for the 
crows before morning." 

Ivo got the message, and having had enough fightr 
ing for the day, drew off, says the chronicler, for the 
sake of the Abbot and his fellow-captives. 

Two hours after the Abbot and the other piisoneis 
were sitting, unbound but unarmed, in the forest en- 
campment, waiting for a right good meal ; with Tor^ 
frida bustling about them, after binding up the very 
few wounded amongst their own men. 

Every courtesy was shown them : and their hearts 
were lifted up, as they beheld approaching among the 
trees great caldrons of good soup ; forest salads ; red 
deer and roe roasted on the wood-embers; spita of 
pheasants and partridges, larks and buntings, thrust 
off one by one by fair hands into the burdock leaves 
which served as platters ; and last but not least, jacks 
of ale and wine, appearing mysteriously from a cool 
old stone quarry. Abbot Thorold ate to his heart's 
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mplimented every one, vowed he woiild 
forswear all French cooks and take to the greenwood 
himself, and was as gracious and courtly as if he had 
been at the new palace at Winchester. 

And all the more for thia reason — that he had 
intended to overawe the English harbarians by his 
polished French mannera He found those of Here- 
ward and Torfrida, at least, as pohshed as hia 

"I am ^ad you are contenl^ Lord Abbot," siud 
Torfrida; "I trust you prefer dining with me, to 
burning me, as you meant to do." 

"I bum such peerless beauty! I injure a form 
made only for the courts of kings ! Heaven and all 
s^nte, knighthood and all chivalry, forbid. What 
Taillebois may have said, I know not ! I am no more 
answerable for his intentions than for his parentage, 
— or his success this day. Let churls be churls, and 
wood-cutters wood-cutters. I at least, thanks to my 
ancestors, am a gentleman." 

"And, as a gentleman, will of conrse contribute to 
the pleasure of your hosts. It will surely please you 
to gratify us with one stave at least of that soi^, 
which has made you famous among all knights," hold- 
ii^ out a harp. 

" I blush : but obey. A harp iu the greenwood t 
A court in the wilderness ! What joy !" 
' And the vain Abbot took the harp, and said — 
" These, if you will allow my modesty to choose, are 
the staves on which I especially pride mysell The 
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atavea which Twllefer — you will pardon my menbioii- 
ing him " 

" Why pardon! A noble minatrel he was, &ad a 
brave warrior, though our foe. And often have I 
longed to hear him, little thinking that I should hear 
instead the maker himself." 

So said Hereward; and the Abbot sang — those 
wondrous staves, where Eoland, left alone of all the 
Paladins, finds death come on him fast. And on the 
PyrensBan peak, beneath the pine, he lays himself, 
"his face toward the ground; and under him his 
sword and magic horn, that Charles his lord may say, 
and all his folk, the gentle count he died a conqueror ;" 
and then "turns his eyes soathw^ toward Spain; 
betakes himself to remenber many things ; of so many 
lands which he conquered valiantly; of pleasant 
France, of the men of his lineage, of Charlemagne his 
lord, who brought him up. He could not help to 
weep and sigh, but yet himself he would not forget 
He bewailed his sins, and prayed God's mercy : — True 
Father, who ne'er yet didst lie, who raised St Lazarus 
from death, and guarded Daniel from the Uons ; 
G-uard my soul from all perils, for the sins which in 
my hfe I did. His right glove then he offered to 
God ; St Gabriel took it from his hand ; On his arm 
the chief bowed down, with joined hands he went un- 
to his end. God sent down his angel Cherubim, and 
St Michael whom men call 'dd peril' Together 
with them St Gabriel he came ; the soul of the count 
they bore to Paradise." 
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And the Abbot ended, sadly and gently, without 
that wild " Aoi !" the war-cry with which he usually 
ends hJs Btaves. And the wild men of the woods were 
softened and saddened by the melody ; and as many 
as understood French said, when he finished — " Amen ! 
BO may all good knights die !" 

"Thou art a great maker, Abbot! They told 
truths of thee. Sing us more of thy great courtesy." 

And he sang them the staves of the Olifant, the 
magic horn — How Roland would not sound it in his 
pride, and sounded it at Turpin'e bidding, but too 
late ; and how his temples burst with that great blast, 
and Charles and all his peers heard it through the 
gorges, leagues away in France. And then his 
"Aoi !" rang forth so loud and clear, like any trumpet 
blast, under the oaken glades, that the wUd men leaped 
to their feet> and shouted " He^th to the gleeman t 
Health to the Abbot Thorold !" 

" I have won them," thought the Abbot to himself. 
Strange mixture that m,an must have been, if all which 
is told of him is true ; a very typical Norman, com- 
pact of cunning and ferocity, chivalry and poetry, 
vanity and superstition, and yet able enough to help 
to conquer England for the Popa 

Then he pressed Hereward to sing with many com- 
pliments; and Hereward sang, and sang again, and 
all his men crowded round him as the outlaws of 
Judsea may have crowded round David in Carmel or 
Hebron, to hear, lite children, old ditties which they 
loved the better the oftener they heard them. 
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" No wonder Uiat you can keep these knights to- 
gether, if yoa can chann them thus with song. 
Would that I could hear you singing thus in William's 
halL" 

"No more of that. Sir Abbot The only mndc 
which I have for William ia the mosic of steel on 
steeL" 

Herevard answered sharply, because he was half 
of "niorold's mind. 

"Now," said Torfrida, as it grew late, "we mast 
ask our noble guest for what he can give us as easily 
and well as he can song — and that is news. We hear 
nought here in the greenwood, and must throw one- 
self on the Hndness of a chance visitor." 

The Abbot leapt at the bait, and told them news, 
court gossip, bringing in great folks' names and his 
own, as often and as familiarly mingled as he could. 

"What of Eichildar' asked Torfrida. 

" Ever since young Amoul was killed at Cassel " 

"Amonl killed 1" shneked Torfrida. 

" Is it possible that you do not know 1" 

" How should I know, shut up in Ely for — years 
it seems." 

" Bnt they foi^ht at Cassel three months before 
you went to Ely." 

" Be it so. Only tell me. Amoul killed ! " 

Then the Abbot told, not without feeling a fearfnl 
story. 

Bobert the Frison and Bichilda had come to open 
war ; and Gerbod the Fleming, Earl of Chester, had 
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gone over from England to help Robert William 
had Bent Fltz Osbern, Etu*! of Hereford, the scoui^ge 
and tyrant of tlie Welsh, to help Bichilda. Fitz 
Osbern had married her there and then. She had 
asked help of her liege lord, the King of France, and 
he had sent her troops. Eobert and Bicbilds had 
fought on St. Peter's day, 1071 — nearly two years 
before, at Bavincboven, by CasseL 

Bichilda had played the heroine, and routed Kobert's 
left -wing, taken him prisoner, and sent him off to St 
Omer. Men said that she had done it by her enchant- 
ments. But ber enchantments betrayed her neverthe- 
less. Fitz Osbern, her bridegroom, fell dead. Young 
Amoul had two horses killed under him, Th«n 
Gerbod smote him to the ground ; and Eichilda and 
her troops fled in horror. Eichilda was taken, and 
exchanged for the Frison; at vhich the King of 
Franc£, being enraged, had come down and burnt St. 
Omer. Then Bichilda, undaunted, had raised fresh 
troops to avenge her son. Then Bobert had met 
them at Broqueroie by Mons, and smote them witih a 
dreadful slaughter.^ Then Richilda had turned and 
Sed wildly into a convent ; and, so' men said, tortured 
herself night and day with fearful penances, if by any 
means she might atone for her great sins. 

Torfrida heard, and laid her head upon her knees, 
and wept so bitterly, that the Abbot entreated pardon 
for having pained her so much. 

1 The place yraa called till late, and ma; lie now, "The 
Hedges of Death." 
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The news had a deep and laating effect on her. 
The thought of Bichilda shiTering and stu'rii^ in Uie 
squalid darkness of a, convent, abode by her thence- 
forth. Should she ever find herself atoning in lilce 
wise for her sorceries — harmless as they had been; 
for her ambitions — just as they had been; for her 
crimes t But she had committed nona No, she had 
sinned in many things : hut she was not as Richilda. 
And yet in the lonehness and sadness of the forest, 
she coold not put Eichilda from before the eyes of 
her mind. 

It saddened Hereward likewise. For Rtchilda ha 
cared little. But that boy. — How he had loved him ! 
How he had taught him to ride, and sing, and joust, 
and handle sword, and all the art of war. How hia 
own rough sonl had been the better for that love. 
How he had looked forward to the day when Araoul 
should be a great prince, and requite him with lova 
Now he was gona Gonet Who was not goue, or 
going t He seemed to himself the last tree in the 
forest When should his time come, and the lightning 
strike him down to rot beside the resti Bnt he tost 
the sad thoughts aside. He could not ^ord to 
nourish them. It was his only chance of life, to be 
merry and desperate. 

" Well ! " said Hereward, ere they hapt themselves 
up for the night "We owe yoa thanks. Abbot 
Thorold, for an evening worthy of a king's courts 
rather than a holly bosh." 

"I have won him over," thought the Abbot.. 
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" So charming a courtier — ho sweet & minstrel — so 
agreeable a newsmonger — could I keep you in a cage 
for ever, and hang you on a bough, I were but too 
happy: but you are too fine a bird to sing in captivity. 
So you must go, I fear, and leave us to the night- 
ingales. And I will take for your ransom " 

Abbot Thorold's heart beat high. 

"Thirty thousand silver marka" 

"Thirty thousand fiends !" 

"My beau Sire, will you undervalue yourself) 
Will you degrade yourself ! I took Abbot Thorold, 
from his talk, to be a man who set even a higher 
value on himself than other men set on him. What 
higher compliment can I pay to your vast worth, 
than making your ransom high accordingly, after the 
spirit of onr ancient English laws t Take it as it is 
meant, beau Sire : be proud to pay the money ; and 
we will throw you Sir Ascelin into the bargain, as he 
seems a friend of Siward's." 

Thorold hoped that Hereward was drunk, and 
might forget, or relent : but he was so sore at heart 
that he slept not a wink that night 

But in the morning he found, to liis sorrow, that 
Hereward had been as sober as himsel£ 

In fine he had to pay the money ; and was a poor 
man all his days. 

" Aha ! Sir Ascelin," said Hereward apart, as he 
bade them all farewell with many courtesies. "I 
think I have put a spoke in your wheel about the fair 
Alftruda." 

VOL. ir. R a, T. w. 
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" Eh 1 How t Most courteouB victor ?" 

" Sir Aflcelin is not a very wealthy gentlenian." 



" NudoB intravi, nudus ezeo — England ; and I fear 
now, this mortal life likewise." 

" Bat he looked to his rich uncle the Abbot, to 
further a certain marriage-project of his. And of 
course neither my friend GUbert of Ghent, nor my 
enemy William of Normandy, are likely to give away 
BO rich an heirese without some gratification in return." 

"Sir Herevard knows the worid, it seems." 

"So he has been told before. And therefore, 
having no intention that Sir Ascelin — ^however worthy 
of any and every fair lady — should many this one, 
he took care to cut off the stream at the fomitain 
head. If he hears that the suit is still pushed, he 
may cut off another head beside the fountain's." 

"There will be no need," said Ascelin, laughing 
again, " You have very sufficiently ruined my uncle, 
and my hopes." 

"My headi" said he, as soon as Hereward was 
out of hearing. " If I do not cut off thy head ere all 
is over, there is neither luck nor craft left among 
Frenchmen. I shall catch The Wake sleeping some 
day, let him be never so Wakeful" 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

HOW ALFTRUDA ■WROTE TO HEREWABD. 

The weary months ran on, from summer into winter, 
and winter into summer again, for two years and 
more, and neither Torfrida nor Hereward was the 
better for them. Hope deferred maketh the heart 
dck ; and a sick heart is but too apt to be a peevish 
one. So there were fits of despondency, jars, mutual 
recrimioatioiis. "If I had not taken your advice, I 
should not have been here." "If I had not loved 
you so well, I might have been very differently off." 
And so fortL The words were wiped away the next 
hour, perhaps the next minute, by sacred kisses : but 
they had been said, and would be recollected and 
perhaps said again. 

Then, again, the " merry greenwood " was merry 
enough in the summer tide, when shaugha were green, 
and 

" The woodwele saiig, and woold not ce>s«, 

Sitting upon the spray. 
So load, it wakened Robin Hood 

In the greenwood where he lay." 

But it was a sad place enough, when the autumn 



UiBnieOb, Google 



244 HOW ALFTRUDA WHOTE TO HEREWABD. 

fog crawled round the gorae, and dripped off the 
hollies, and choked alike the breath and the eyesight ; 
when the air sickened with the graveyard smell of 
rotting leaves, and the rain-water stood in the clay 
holes over the poached and sloppy lawns. 

It was merry enough, too, when they were in 
winter quarters in friendly farm-houses, as long as the 
bright sharp frosts lasted, and they tracked the hares 
and deer merrily over the frozen enows : but it was 
doleful enough in those same farm-houses in the 
howling wet weather, when wind and rain lashed in 
through the nng^ed window and ill-made roof, and 
there were coughs and colds and rheumatisms, and 
Torfrida ached from head to foot, and once could not 
stand upright for a whole month together, and every 
cranny was stuffed up with bits of board and rags, 
keeping out light and air as well as wind and water ; 
and there was little difference between the short day 
and the long night; snd the men gambled and 
wrangled amid clouds of peat reek, over draught-boards 
and chessmen which they had carved for themselves, 
and Torfrida sat stitching and sewing, making and 
mending, her eyes bleared with peat smoke, her hands 
sore and coarse from continued labour, her cheek 
bronzed, her face thin and hollow, and all her beauty 
worn away for veiy trouble. Then sometimes there 
was not enough to eat, and every one grumbled at 
her ; or some one's clothes were not mended, and she 
was grumbled at again. And sometimes a foraging 
party brought home liquor, and aU who could, got 
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drunk to drive dull care away ; and Hsrsward, for- 
getful of all her Trarnings, got more than was good for 
him likewise ; and at night she coiled herself up in 
her furs, cold and contemptuous; and Hereward 
coiled himself up, guilty and defiant, and woke her 
again and again with etarthngs ,and wild words in his 
sleep. And she felt that her l)eaaty was gone, and 
that he saw it ; and she fancied him (perhaps it was 
only fancy) less tender than of yore; and then in 
very pride disdained to take any care of her person, 
and said to herself, though she dare not say it to him, 
that if he only loved her for her face, he did not love 
her at alL And because she fancied him cold at times 
she was cold likewise, and grew less and less caress- 
ing, when for his sake, as well aa her own, she should 
have grown more so day by day. 

Alas ! for them. There are many excuses. Sorrow 
may be a softening medicine at last, but at first it is 
apt to be a hardening one ; and that savage outlaw 
life which they Were leading can never have been a 
wholesome one for any soul of man, and its graces must 
have existed only in the brains of harpers and glee- 
men. Away from law, from self-reetraint, from 
refinement, from elegance, from the very sound of 
a church-going bell, they were sinking gradually down 
to the level of the coarse men and women whom they 
saw ; the worse and not the better parte of both their 
characters were getting the upper hand ; and it was 
but too possible that after a while the hero might sink 
into the ruffian, the lady into a slattern and a shrew. 
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But in jnstice to tliem be it said, tliat neitlier of 
them had complained of the other to any living bouL 
Their love had been as yet too perfect, too sacred, for 
tliem to confeBs to another (and thereby confess to 
themselTes) that it conid in any vise fail They bad 
each idolised the other, and been too proud of their 
idolatry to allow that their idol could crumble or 
decay. 

And yet at last that point too was reached. One 
day they were wrangling about somewhat, as they too 
oft«n wrangled, and Hereward in Ma temper let fall 
the words, " As I said to Winter the other day, yoa 
grow harder and harder upon me." 

Torfrida started and fixed' on him wide terrible 
scornful eyea " So you complain of me to your boon 
companions 1" 

And she turned and went away without a word. 
A gulf had opened between them. They hardly 
spoke to each other for a week. 

Hereward complained of Torfrida I What if Tor- 
frida shonld complain of Hereward ) But to whom 1 
Not to the coarse women round her : her pride re- 
volted from that thought : — and yet she loi^ed for 
counsel, for sympathy, — to open her heart but to one 
fellow-woman. She would go to the Lady Godiva at 
Crowland, and take counsel of her, whether there was 
any method (for she put it to herself) of saving Here- 
ward ; for she saw but too clearly that he was fast 
forgetting all her teaching, and falling back to a point 
lower than that even from which she had raised him up. 
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To go to Crowland was not difficult It was mid- 
irinter. The dykea were all frozen. Eereward was 
out foraging in the Lincolnahire wolda. So Torfrida, 
taking advantage of hia absence, proposed another 
foragii^ paitj to Crowland itself. She wanted stuff 
for clothes, needles, thread, what notu A dozen stout 
fellows volunteered at once to take her. The friendly 
monks of Crowland would feast them royally, Mid send 
them home heaped with all manner of good things ; 
while as for meetii^ Ito Taillebois' men, if they had 
bat three to one against them, there was a fair ch&nce 
of killing a few, and carrying off their clothes and 
weapons, which would be osefiiL So they made 
a sledge, tied beef bones underneath it, put Torfrida 
and the girl thereon, well wrapped in deer and fox 
and badger skin, and then putting on their skates, 
swept them over the fen to Crowland, singing like 
larks along the dykes. 

And Torfrida went in to Godiva, and wept upon 
her knees ; and Grodiva wept likewise, and gave her 
such counsel as she could, — how if the woman will 
keep the men heroic, she must keep herself not 
heroic only but devout likewise ; how she herself, by 
that one deed which had rendered her name famous 
then, and famous (though she never dreamt thereof) 
now and it may be to the end of time — had once for 
all, tamed, chained, and as it were, converted the 
heart of her fierce young lord ; and enabled her to 
train him in good time into tJie most wise, most just^ 
most pious, of all King Edward's Earls. 
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And Torfrida said yes, and yes, and yos, and felt 
in lier heart that she knew all that already. Had 
not she too taughty entreated, softened, civiliaed? 
Had not ahe too spent her life upon a man, and that 
man a wolfs head and a landless outlaw, more 
utterly than Godiva could ever have spent hers on 
one who lived lapped in luxury, and wealth, and 
power! Torfrida had done her best; and she had 
failed : or at least fancied in her haste that she had 
faUed. 

What she wanted was not counsel, but love. And 
she clang round the Lady Godiva, till the broken and 
ruined widow opened all her heart to her, and took 
her in her arms, and fondled hor as if she had been a 
baba And the two women spoke few words after 
that, for indeed there was nothing to be said. Only 
at last, "My child, my child," oiedGodiTa, "better 
for thee, body and soul, to be here with me in the 
house of God, than there amid evil spirits and deeds 
of darkness in the wild woods." 

"Not a cloister, not a cloister," cried Torfrida, 
shuddering, and half struggling to get away. 

"It is the only place, poor wilful child, the only 
place this side the grave, in which we wretched 
creatures, who to our woe are women bom, can find 
aught of rest or peaca By us sin came into the world, 
and Eve's curse lies heavy on us to this day, and our 
desire is to our lords, and they rule over us ; and when 
the slave can work for her master no more, what 
better than to crawl into the house of God, and lay 
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down our crosses at the (oot of His cross, and die f 
You too mil come here, Torfrida, some day, I know 
it well You too will come here to rest." 

" Never, never," shrieked Torfrida, " never to these 
horrid vaults. I will die in the fresh air. I will be 
buried under the green hollies ; and the nightingales, 
as they wander up from my own Provence, shall 
build and sing over my grave. Never, never ! " 
murmured she to herself all the more eagerly, because 
«omethiog within her said that it would come to pass. . 

The two women went into the church to Matins, 
and prayed long and fervently. And at the early 
day-break, the party went back laden with good 
things and hearty blessings, and caught one of Ivo 
Taillebois' men by the way, and slew him, and got off 
him a new suit of clothes in which the poor fellow 
was going courting ; and so tbey got home safe into 
the Bruneswald. 

But Torfrida had not found rest unto her souL 
For the first time in her life since she became the 
bride of Hereward, she had had a confidence concern- 
ing him and unknown to him. It was to his own 
mother — true. And yet she felt as if she had be- 
trayed him : but then had he not betrayed her } 
And to Winter of all men 1 

It might have been two months afterwards that 
Martin Lightfoot put a letter into Torfrida's hand. 

The letter was addressed to Hereward : but there 
was nothing strange in Martin's brii^ing it to his 
mistress. Ever since their marriage, she had opened 
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and generally ansvered the vet; few epistles with 
wHch her liusband was troubled. 

She was going to open this one as a matter of 
conrse, when glancing at the snperacription she saw, 
or fancied she saw, that it was in a woman's hand. 
She looked at it again. It was sealed plainly with a 
woman's seal ; and she looked up at Martin Lightfoot 
She had remarked aa he gave her the letter a sly 
significant look in his face. 

" What dost thou know of this letterl" she inquired 
sharply. ' 

" That it is from the Countess Alftnida, wboBoever 
she may be." 

A chill struck through her heart True, Alftruda 
had written before, only to warn Hereward of danger 
to his life, — and hers. She might be writing again, 
only for the same purpose. But still, she did not 
wish tiiat either Hereward, or she, should owe Alf- 
truda their lives, or anything. They had struggled 
on through weal and woe, without her for many a 
year. Let them do so without her stilL That 
Alftmda had once loved Hereward she knew well 
Why should she not 1 The wonder was to her that 
every woman did not love him. But she had loi^ 
since gauged Alftruda's character, and seen in it a 
persistence like her own, yet, as she proudly hoped, of 
a lower temper ; the persistence of the base weasel, 
not of the noble hound: yet the creepii^ weasel 
might endure, and win, when the hound was tired 
out by his own gallant paca And there was a some- 
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thing .in the tone of Alftruda's kst letter, which 
seemed to tell her that the weasel was stiU upon the 
scent of its game. But she was too proud to mistrust 
Hereward, or rather, to eeem to mistrust him And 
yetr— how dangerous Alftruda might be as a rival, if 
rival she chose to be. She was np in the world now, 
free, rich, gay, beautiful, a favourite at Queen Matilda's 
conrts while she 

"How came this letter into thy hands V asked she 
as carelessly as she could. 

"I was in Peterborough last night," said Martin, 
" concerning little matters of my own, and there came 
to me in the street a bonny young page with smart 
jacket on his back, smart cap on his head, Mid smiles 
and bows, and 'You are one of Hereward's men,' 
quoth he. ' Say that again young jackanapes,' said I, 
' and 111 cut your tongue out,' whereat he took fright 
and all but cried. He was very aoiry and meant no 
harm, but he had a letter for my master, and he heard 
I was one of his men. 'Who told him thati' Well, 
one of the monks, he could not justly aay which, or 
wouldn't, and I, thinking the letter of more importance 
than my own neck, ask him quietly into my friend's 
house. There he pulls out this and five silver pennies, 
and I shall have five more if I bring an answer back : 
but to none than Hereward must I give it^ With that 
I, calling my friend, who is an honest woman, and nigh 
as strong in the anna as I am, ask her to clap her 
back against the door, and pull out my axa 'Now,' 
said I, ' I must know a little more about this letter. 
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Tell me, knave, who gave it thee, or 111 split thy 
sknlL' The young man cries and blnbbers ; and says 
that it is the Countess Alftnida, who is staying in the 
monastery, and that he is her aervii^ man, and that 
it is as much as my life is worth to touch a hair of his 
head, and so forth, — so far bo good. Then I asked 
him again, who told him I was my master's man t — 
and he confessed that it was Herluin the prior, — he 
that was Lady Godiva's chaplun of old, whom my 
master robbed of his money when he had the cell of 
Bourne years agona Very well, quoth I to myself, 
that's one more count on our score gainst Master 
Herluin. Then I asked him how Heriuin and the 
Lady Alftruda came to know aught of each other f 
and he said that she had been questioning all about 
the monastery without Abbot Thorold's knowledge, 
for one that knew Hereward and favoured bim well 
That was all I could get from the knave, he cried so 
for fright. So I took his money and his letter, warn- 
ing him that if he betrayed me, there were those who 
would roast bim alive before he was done with ma 
And BO away over the town wall, and ran here five- 
and-twenty miles before breakfast, and thought it 
better as you see to give the letter to my lady first" 

"You have been officious," said Torfnda, coldly. 
'"Tis addressed to your master. Take it to him. 
Go." 

Martin Ughtfoot whistled and obeyed, while Tor- 
frida walked away proudly and silently with a beat- 
ing heart. 
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Agttin Godiva's worde came over her. Should she 
end in the convent of CrowlandT And saspeotinft 
fearing, imagining all sorts of baseless phantoms, she 
hardened her heart into & great hardness. 

Martin had gone with the letter, and Torfrida 
never heard any more of it 

So Hereward had secrets which he vonld not tell 
to her. At last ! 

That, at least, iras a misery, which she would not 
confide to Lady Godiva, or to any soul on eartL 

But a misery it was, such a misery as none can de- 
lineate, save those who have endured it themselves, or 
had it confided to them by another. And happy are 
they to whom neither has befallen. 

She wandered out and into l^e wild wood, and eat 
down by a spring. She looked in it — her only mirror 
— at her wan coarse face, with wild black elf locks 
hanging round it, and wondered whether Alftruda, in 
her luxury and prosperity, waa still so very beautiful 
Ah, that that fountain were the fountain of Jouvence, 
the spring of perpetual youth, which all believed in 
those days to exist somewhere, —how would she 
plunge into it^ and be young and fair once more ! 

No I she would not ! She had lived her life, and 
lived it well, gallantly, lovingly, heroically. She had 
given that man her youth, her beauty, her wealth, her 
wit He should not have them a second tima He 
had had his will of her. If he chose to throw her 
away when he had done with her, to prove himself 
base at last, unworthy of all her care, her counsels, 
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her training, — dreadful thought! To have lived to 
keep that man for her own, and just when her work 
seemed done, to lose him I No, there was worse th&n 
that To have lived that she might make that man a 
perfect knight, and just when her work seemed done, 
to see him lose himself. 

And she wept till aho could weep no more. Then 
she washed away her tears in that well Had it been 
in Greece of old, it would have become a sacred well 
thenceforth, and Torfrida'e tears have changed into 
forget-me-nots, and fringed its mai^ witii azure ever- 
more. 

Then she went back, calm, all but cold : but de- 
termined not to betray herself, let bim do what be 
would Perhaps it was all a mistake, a fancy. At 
least she would not degrade him, and herself, by 
showing suspicion. It would be dreadful, shameful 
to herself, vrickedly unjust to bitn, to accuse him were 
he innocent after alL 

Hereward, she remarked, was more kind to her 
now. But it was a kindness which she did not like- 
It was shy, faltering, as of a man guilty and ashamed ; 
and she repelled it as much as she dared, and then, 
once or twice, returned it passionately, madly, in 
hopes 

But he never spoke a word of that letter. 

After a dreadful month, Martin came mysteriously 
to her again. She trembled, for she had remarked in 
him lately a strange change. He bad lost his usual 
loquacity, and quaint humour; and had fallen back 
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into that sullen tacitnmitj whicli, so she heard, he 
had kept up in his yonth. He, too, must know evil 
which he dared not telL 

" There is another letter coma It came last night," 
said he. 

"What is that to thee or me 1 My lord has his 
state Bscreta. la it for us to pry into themi Ga" 

"I thought — I thought " 

"Go, I say!" 

"That your ladyship might wish for a guide to 
Crowland." 

"Crowlandl" almost shrieked Torfrida, for the 
thought of Crowland had risen in her own wretched 
mind instantly and involuntarily. Go, madman !" 

Martin went Torfrida paced madly up and down 
the farm-house. Then she settled herself into fierce 
despair. 

There was a noise of trampling horses outside. 
The men were arming and saddling, seemingly for a 
raid. 

Hereward hurried in tor his armour. When he 
saw Torfrida, he blushed scarlet 

"You want your arms," said she, quietly; "let me 
fetch thenL" 

" No, never mind. I can harness myself ; I am 
going Eouth-westv to pay Taillebois a visit I am in a 
great hurry. I shall be back in three day& Then — 
good-bye." 

He snatched his arms off a perch, and hurried out 
again, dragging them on. As he passed her, he offered 
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to kisa her ; she pnt him back, and helped him on with 
his armour, while he thanked her conf ueedly. 

" He was ae glad not to kias me, after all ! " 

She looked after him aa he stood, his hand on his 
horse's withers. How nohlo he looked ! And a great 
yearning came over her. To throw her arms round 
his neck once, and then to stab herself, and set him 
free, dying, as ahe had lived, for him. 

Two bonny boys were wresthng on the lawn, young 
outlaws who had grown up in the forest with ruddy 
cheeks and iron limba 

"Ah, Winter I" she heard him say, "had I had 
snch a boy as that 1 " 

She heard no more. She turned away, her heart 
dead within her. She knew all that those words im- 
plied, in days when the poBseasion of land was every- 
thing to the free man ; and the possession of a son 
necessary, to pass that land on in the ancestral line. 
Only to have a aon ; only to prevent the old estate pass- 
ji^ with an heiresa, into the hands of atrai^ers, what 
crimes did not men commit in thoae days, and find 
themselves exooaed f m them in pubhc opinion t And 
now, her other children (if ahe ever had any), had died 
in childhood ; the httle Torfrida, named after herself, 
was all that she had brought to Hereward ; and he 
was the last of hia bouse. In him the race of Leofric, 
of Godiva, of Earl Oalac, would become extinct; 
and that girl would many — whom t Whom but some 
French conqueror, — or at best some Enghsh outlaw. 
In either case Hereward would have no descendants 
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foi whom it was Trorth hia while to labour or to fight 
What wonder if he longed for a son, — and not a son 
of hers, the barren tree, — to pass hia name down to 
future generatioua! It might be worth while, for 
that, to come in to the king, to recover hia lands, to 

. She saw it all now, and her heart waa dead 

within her. 

She spent that evening, neither eating nor drink- 
ing, but sitting over the log embers, her head upon 
her hands, and thinkii^ over all her past life and love, 
since she saw him, from the gable window, ride the 
first time into St Omer. She went through it all, 
with a certain stem delight in the self-torture, dehher- 
ately day by day, year by year, — all ite lofty aspira- 
tions, all its blissful passages, all its deep disappoint- 
ments, and found in it, — bo she chose to fancy in the 
wiUolness of her misery, nothing but cause for remorse. 
Self in all, vanity and vexation of spirit ; for herself 
she had loved him ; for herself she had tried to raise 
bim ; for herself she had set her heart on man, and 
not on God. She had sown the wind : and behold, 
she had reaped the whirlwind. She could not repent, 
she could not pray. But oh ! that she conld dia 

She was unjust to herself in her great nobleness. 
It was not true, not half, not a tenth part tme. But 
perhaps it was good for her that it should seem true, 
for that moment ; that she should be emptied of sM 
earthly things for once, if so she might be filled from 
above. 

At last she went into the inner room to lie down 

VOL. IL S B.I. w. 
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and tiy to sleep. At her feet, uuder the perch where 
Herewwrd'e armonr had himg, \a.j an open letter. 

She picked it up, surprised at seeing such a thing 
tiiore, and kneeling down, held it eagerly to the wax 
candle which was on a epike at the bed's head. 

She knew the handwriting in a moment It was 
Alftrada's. 

This, then, was why Hereward had been bo 
strangely hurried. He must have had that letter and 
dropped it 

Her mind and eye took it all in in one instant, as 
the lightning flash reveals a whole landscapa And 
' then her mind became as dark as that landscape when 
the flash is past 

It congratulated Hereward oa having shaken him- 
self free from the fascinations of that sorceress. It 
said that all was settled with King William. Here- 
ward was to come to Winchester. She had the King's 
writ for his safety ready to send to him. The King 
would receive him as his liegeman. Alftruda would 
receive bim as her husband. Archbishop Lanfranc 
had made difficulties sbont the dissolution of the 
marri^e with Toifrida : but gold would do all things 
at Eome ; and Lanfranc was her very good frigid, and 
a reasonable man — and so forth. 

Men, and beasts likewise, when stricken with a 
mortal wound, will run, and run on, blindly, aimless, 
impelled by the mere instinct of escape from intoler- 
able agony. And so did Torfrida. Half undrest as 
she was, ^e fled forth into the forest, she knew not 
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whither, ninning as one doea wrapped in fire : but the 
6re was not withoat her, but within. 

She cast a paeaing glance at the girl who lay by 
her. Bleeping a pure and gentle sleep 

"Oh, that thouhadst but beenaboy!" Then she 
thought no more of her, not even of Hereward : but 
all of which she was conscious was a, breast and bnun 
buisting; an intolerable dioking, from which she 
mnat escape. 

She ran, and ran on, for mUea She knew not 
whether the night was light or dark, warm or cold. 
Her tender feet might have been ankle deep in mow. 
The branches over her head might have been howling 
in the tempest, or dripping with rain. She knew not, 
and heeded not. The owls hooted to each other 
under the staring moon, but she heard them not 
The wolves glared at her from the brakes, and alunk 
off appalled at the white ghostly figure : but she saw 
them not. The deer stood at gaze in the glades till 
she was dose upon them, and then bounded into the 
wood. She ran right at them, past them, heedless. 
She had but one thought. To flee from the agony of 
a soul alone in the universe with its own misery. 

At last she was aware of a man close beside her. 
He Iiad been following her a long way, she recollected 
now : but she had not feared him, even heeded him, 
but when he laid his hand upon her arm, she turned 
fiercely i but without dread. 

She looked to see if it was Hereward. To meet 
him would be death. If it were not he she cared not 
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who it was. It was not Hereward; and she cried 
angrily, " Off ! Off ! ' and hurried on. 

"Bat you are going the wrong way ! The wrong 
way !" said the voice of Mardn Ughtfoot. 

" The wrong way I Fool, which Is the right way for 
me save the path which leads to a land where all is 
forgotten 1" 

" To Crowland ! To Crowland 1 To the minater ! 
To the monks ! That is the only right way for po<v 
wretches in a worid like this. The Lady tiodiva told 
yon you muBjt go to Crowland. And now yon are 
going. I too, I ntQ away from a monastery when I 
wasyoui^: and now I am going back. Come along!" 

"You are right' Crowland, Crowland; and a 
nnn's cell till death. Which is the way, Slartin t" 

" Oh, a wise lady ! A reasonable lady 1 But you 
will be cold before you get thither. There will be a 
frost ere mom. So when I saw you run out, I caught 
up something to put over you." 

Torfrida shuddered, as Marian wrapt her in the 
white bear-skin. 

" No 1 Not that ! Anything but that !" and she 
strag^ed to shake it oS. 

"Then you will be dead ere dawn. Folks that 
run wild in the forest thus, for but one n^ht, die," 

"Would God I could die!" 

"That shall be as Ke wills : you do not die while 
Idartin can keep you aliva Why, you are staggering 
ab«ady." 

Martin caught her up in his arms, threw her over 
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his shoulder ae if she had been & child, and hurried 
on, in the strength of madness. 

At last he stopped at a cottage door, set her down 
upon the turf, and knotted loudly. 

"Grimkel Tolisou ! Grimkel, I eayl" 

And Martin burst the door open with his foot 

"Give me a horse, on your life," said he to the 
man inside. "I am Martin, The Wake's man, upon 
my master's business." 

" What is mine is The Wake's, God bless him," said 
tiie man, struggling into a garment, and hurrying out 
to the shed. 

"There is a ghost ag^nst the gate!" cried he, 
recoiling. 

" That is my matter, not youra Get me a horse 
to put the ghost upon." 

Torfrida lay against the gate-post exhausted now : 
but quite unable to think. Martin lifted her on to 
the beast^ and led her onward, holding her up again 
and again. 

" You are tired. You had run four miles before I 
could make you hear ma" 

"Would I had run four thousand!" And she 
relapsed into stupor. 

They passed out of the forest, across open wolds, 
and at last down to the river. Martin knew of a 
boat there. He lifted her from the horse, turned him 
loose, put Torfrida into the boat and took the oars. 

She looked up and saw the roofs of Bourne shining 
white in t^e moonlight 
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And tlien she lifted up her voice, &nd shrieked 
three times, 

" Lost 1 Lost ! Lost ! " 
with such a dreadful cty, that the starlings whirred 
up from the reeds, and the ^d-fowl rose clanging off 
the meres, and the watch-dogs in Bourne and Main- 
thoipe barked and howled, and folk told feartiilly 
next morning, how a white ghost had gone down 
from the forest to the fen, and wakened them with 
its unearthly scream. 

The sun was high when they came to Crowland 
minster, Torfrida had neither spoken nor stirred; 
and Martin, who in the midst of his madness kept a 
strange courtesy and delicacy, had never disturbed 
her, save to wrap the beai^kin more closely over her. 

When they came to the bank, she rose, stepped 
out without his help, and drawii^ the bear-skin 
closely ronnd her, and over her head, walked straight 
up to the gate of the house of nuns. 

All men wondered at the white ghost : bat Martin 
walked behind her, his left fii^r on his lips, his ri^t 
hand grasping his little axe, with such a stem and 
serious face, and so fierce an eye, that all drew back 
in silence, and let her pass. 

The portress looked through the wicket 

"I am Torfrida," said a voice of tenible calm. 
" I am come to see the Lady Godiva. Let me in." 

The portress opened, utteily astounded. 

" Madam ! " said Martin e^^erly, as Torfrida entered. 

"What! What?" she seemed to waken from 
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ft dream. "God bless thee, thou good uid ffuthful 
servant;" and she turned again. 



"Whatr 

"Shall I go back and kill him?" And he held 
out the little axa 

Toifrida snatched it from hia grasp witli a shiiek, 
and cast it inside the convent door. 

" Mother Mary and all BaJnts 1 " cried the portress, 
" your garments are in rags, madam I " 

"Never mind. Bring me gannents of yours. I 
ahall need none other tiU I die !" and she Talked in 
and on. 

"She is come to be anunl" whispered the portress 
to the next aister, and she again to the next ; and 
they all gabbled, and lifted up their hands and eyes, 
and thanked all the saints of the calendar, over the 
blessed and miraculous conversion of the Lady Tor- 
frida, and the wealth which she would probably bring 
to the convent 

Torfrida went stnught on, speaking to no one, not 
even to the prioress; and into Lady Godiva's chamber. 

There she dropped at the countess's feet and laid 
her head upon her knees. 

" I am come, as you always told me I should do. 
But it has been a long way hither, and I am very 
tired." 

" My child ! What is this t What brings you 
here J" 

"I am doing penance for my sina" 
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"And your feet all cut and bleeding." 

"Are theyl" sdd Torfrida va43antly. "I will tell 
you all about it wben I wake." 

And she fell fast Bleep, with her head in Godiva's 
lap. 

The countess did not epeak or stir. She beckoned 
the good prioress, who had followed Torfrida in, to go 
away. She saw that something dreadful bad hap- 
pened ; and prayed as she awaited the news. 

Torfrida slept for a full hour. Then she awoke 
with a start 

" "Where am 1 1 Hereward I " 

Then followed a dreadful shriek, which made every 
nun in that quiet house shudder, and thank God that 
she knew nothing of those agonies of soul, which were 
the lot of the foolish Tu^ins who married and were 
giyen iu marriage themaelves, instead of waiting with 
oil in their lamps for the true Bridegroom. 

"I recollect all now," said Torfrida. "Listen!" 
And she told the countess, all with speech so calm 
and clear, that Godira was awed by the power and 
spirit of that marvellous woman. 

But she groaned in bitterness of soul " Anything 
but this. Bather death from him than treachery. 
This last, worst woe had God kept in His quiver for 
me, most miserable of women. And now His bolt has 
fallen ! Hereward ! Hereward I That thy mother 
should wish her last child laid in hia grave I" 

" Ifot so," said Torfrida, " it is well as it is. How 
better t It is hia only ohance for comfort, for honour, 
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for life itself. He would have grown a 1 waa 

growing bad and foul myself in that ugly wildemees. 
Now he will be a knight once more among knights, 
and win himself freah honour in fresh fields. Let 
him many her. Why not 1 He can get a dispensation 
from the Pope, and then there will be no on in it^ 
you know. If the Holy Father cannot make wroi^ 
right, who can! Yes. It is very well as it is. And 
I con very well where I am. Women t Bring me 
BcisHors, and one of your nun's dresses. I am come to 
be a aun like you," 

Godiva would have stopped her. But Torfrida 
rose upon her knees, and calmly made a solemn vow, 
which though canonically void without her husband's 
consent would, she well Imew, never be disputed 
by any there: and as for him, — "He has lost me; 
and for ever. Torfrida never gives herself away 
twice." 

"There's cam^ pride in those words, my poor 
child," said Godiva. 

"Gruel!" said she proudly. "When lam sacrific- 
ing myself utterly for him." 

"And thy poor girll" 

" He win let her come hither," stud Torfrida, with 
forced calm. " He will see that it is not fit that she 
should grow up with — yes, he wiL send her to me — 
to us. And I shall live for her — and for you. If you 
will let me be your bower woman, dress you, serve 
you, read to you. You know that I am a pretty 
scholar. You will let me, mother ! I may call you 
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mother, may I noti" And Torfrida fondled the old 
woman's thin hands. " For I do want so mach some- 
thii^ to lov&" 

"Love thy heavenly Bridegroom, the only love 
worthy of woman I" said Godiva, as her tears fell fast 
on Torfrida'a head. 

She gave a half impatient tosa 

" That may come, in good tima As yet it is 
enough to do, if I can keep down this devil here in 
my throat Women, bring me the scissore." 

And Torfrida cut off her raven locks, now streaked 
with grey ; and put on the nun's dress, and became a 
nun thenceforth. 

On the second day there came to Crowland Leofric 
the priest, and with him the poor child. 

She had woke in the morning and found no mother. 
Leofric and the other men searched the woods round, 
far and wida The girl mounted her horse, and would 
go with them. Then they took a bloodhound, and 
he led them to Grimkel's hut There they heard of 
Martin. The ghoat mnet have been Torfrida. Then 
the hoimd brought them to the river. And they 
divined at once that she was gone to Crowland, to 
Godiva : but why, they could not guess. 

Then the girl insisted, prayed, at last commanded 
them to take her to Crowland. And to Crowland 
they cama 

Leofric left the girl at the nuns' house door, and 
went into the monastery, where he had friends enow, 
runaway and renegade as he was. As he came into 
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the great court, whom should he meet but Martin 
Lightfoot, in a lay brother's frock. 

"Aha I And are you come home likewise T Have 
you renounced the devil and this last work of his 1" 

"Whatworki Whatdevill" asked Leofric, who 
saw method in Martin's madness. "And what do 
you here in a long frock I " 

" Devil 1 Hereward the devil I would have 
killed him with my axe : but she got it from me, and 
tlirew it in among the holy sisters, and I had work to 
get it again. Shame on her, to spoil my chance of 
heaven. For I should surely have won heaven, you 
know, if I had killed the devil" 

After much beating about, Leo&ic got from Martin 
the whole tragedy. 

And when he heard it, he burst out weeping: 

" Oh, Hereward, Hereward 1 Oh, knightly honour ; 
Ob, faith and troth, and gratitude, and love in return 
for such love as might have tamed lions, and made 
tyrants mild ! Are they all carnal vanities, works of 
the weak flesh, bruised reeds which break when they 
are leaned upon f If so, yon are right, Martin ; and 
there is nought left, but to flee from a world in which 
all men are liars." 

And Leofric, in the midst of Crowland Yard, tore 
off bis belt and trusty sword, his hauberk and helm 
also, and letting down his monk's frock, which he 
wore trussed to the mid-knee, he went to the Abbot's 
lodgings, and asked to see old Ulfketyl 

"Bring him up," said the good abbot, "for he is a 
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valiant man and true, in spite of all his vamties ; and 
may be, he brii^ news of Hereward, whom God for^ 
give." 

And when Leofric came in, he fell upon bis knees, 
bewailing and confessing his sinful life ; and be^ed 
the abbot to take him back again into Crowland 
minster, and lay upon him what penance be thoi^bt 
fit, and put him in the lowest office because he was a 
Totai of blood J if only be might stay there, and have 
a sight at times of his dear Lady Torfrida, without 
whom he Aould surely die. 

So Leofric was received back, in full chapter, by 
abbot, and prior, and all the monks. But when he 
asked them to lay a penance upon him, Tllfketyl arose 
from his h^h chair, and spoke. 

" Shall we, who have sat here at ease, lay a penance 
on this man, who has shed his blood in fifty valiant 
fights for us, and for St Gutldac, and for this English 
landt Look at yon scars upon his head and arms. 
He has had sharper discipline from cold steel than we 
could give him here with rod ; and has fasted in the 
wilderness more sorely many a time, than we have 
fasted here." 

And all the monks ^eed, that no penance should 
be laid on Leofric. Only that he should abstain from 
singing vain and carnal ballads, which turned the 
heads of the your^ broUiers, and made them dream 
of nought but battles, and ^ants, and enchanters, 
and ladies' love. 

Hereward came back on the third day, and found 
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hia wife and daughter gone. His guilty conscienca 
told him in the first instance why. For he vent into 
the chamber, and there, upon tlie floor, la^ the letter 
which he had looked for in vain. 

None had touched it where it lay. Perhaps no one 
had dared to enter the chamber. If they had, they 
would not have dared to meddle with writing which 
they could not read, and which might contain some 
magic spelL Letters were very safe in those old days. 

There are moods of men which no one will dare to 
describe unless like Shakespeare, he is Shakespeare, 
and like Shakespeare knows it not 

Therefore what Hereward thought and felt will 
not be told. What he did was this. 

He ri^d and blustered. He must hide his shame. 
He must justify himself to his knights; and much 
more to himself ; or if not justify himself, must shift 
some of the blame over to the opposite side. So he 
raged and blustered. He had been robbed of his 
wife and daughter. They had been cajoled away by 
the monks of Crowland. What villains were those 
to rob an honest man of his famUy while he was 
fighting for his country I 

So he rode down to Hie river, and there took two 
great baizes, and rowed away to Crowland, with forty 
men-at-arms. 

And all the while he thought of Alftrada, as he 
had seen her at Peterborough 

And of no one else ! 

Not sa For all the while he felt that he loved 
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Torfrida'a little finger better than Alftruda's whole 
body, and aoul into the bargain. 

What a long way it was to Crowland. How 
wearyii^ were the houra through mere and ea. How 
vearying the monotonous pulse of the oara. If 
tobacco had been known then Hereward would have 
smoked all the way, and been none the wiser, thoi^ 
the happier, for it ; for the herb that driTea away the 
evil spirits of uudety, drives away also the good, 
though atom, spirits of remorse. 

But in those days a man could only escape facts by 
drinking ; and Hereward was too much afraid of what 
he should meet in Crowland, to go thither drunk 

Sometimes he hoped that Torfrida might hold her 
purpose, and set him free to follow his wicked will 
All the lower nature in him, so long crashed under, 
leapt up chuckling and grinning and tumbling head 
over heels, and cried — Now I shall have a holiday ! 

Sometimes he hoped that Torfrida might come out 
to the shore, and settle the matter in one moment, by 
a glance of her great hawk's eyes. If she would 
but queU him I^ one look ; leap ou board, seize the 
helm, and assume without a word the command of his 
men and him; steer them back to Bourne, and ait 
down beside him with a Hsa, as if nothing had hap- 
pened. If she would but do that, and ignore the 
past, would he not ignore itl Would he not foi^et 
Alftruda, and King William, and all the world, and 
go up with her into Sherwood, and then north to 
Scotland and Goapatric, and be a man once more i 
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TSo. He would go with her to the Baltic or iJie 
Mediteiraneaa Constantinople and the Varaogeis 
would be the place and the men. Ay, there to eacapa 
out of tiyat charmed ring into a new life. 

Na He did not deeerre such luck ; and he would 
not get it. She would talk it all out. She must, for 
she was a woman. She would blame, argae, say 
dreadful words — dreadful, because true and deserved. 
Then she would grow angiy, as women do when they 
are most in the right, and say too mach — still more 
dreadful words, which would be nntrue and undeserved. 
Then he should re»st, recriminate. He wonid not 
stand it He could not stand it. No. He could 
never face her again. 

And yet if he had seen a man insult her — ^if he 
had seen her at that moment in peril of the shghtest 
danger, the slightest bruise, be would have rofihed 
forward like a madman, and died, saving her from 
that bruise. And he knew that: and with the 
strange self-contradiction of human nature, he soothed 
his own conscience by the thought that he loved her 
still, and that therefore— somehow or other, he cared 
not to make out how — he had done her no wrong. 
Then he blustered again, for the benefit of hia men. 
He would teach these monks of Growland a lesson. 
He would bum the minster over their heads. 

"That would he pity, seeing they are the only 
Englishmen left in England," said Siward the White, 
his nephew, very simidy. 

" What is that to thee 1 Thou hast helped to bom 
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PeterboTODgh at my bidding ; and thou ehalt help to 
btun Crowland." 

"I am afree gentleman of England; Mtd what I 
choose, I do. I and my brother are going to Constan- 
tino^de to join the Yaranger goard, and shall not bum 
Cropland, or let any man bom it" 

"Shall not let 1" 

"No," said the yoong man, so quietly, that Here- 
ward waa cowed. 

"I — I only meaot — if they did not do right by 
me." 

" Do i^ht thyself," said Siward. 

Herewanl swore awfully, and laid his hand on his 
BWord-faOt But he did not draw it ; for be thought 
he saw overhead a cloud which was very like the 
figure of St, Guthlac in Crowland window, and an 
awe fell upon him from abova 

So tbey came to Crowland ; and Hereward landed 
and beat upon the gates, and spoke high words. But 
the monks did not open the gates for awhUe. At last 
tkhe gates creaked, and opened; and in the gateway 
stood Abbot Ulfketyl in his robes of state, and behind 
him the Prior, and all the officer, and all the monks 
of the house. 

"Comes Hereward in peace or in wart" 

" In war 1" said Hereward. 

Then that true and trusty old man, who sealed his 
patriotism, if not with his blood — ^for the very Nor- 
mans had not the heart to take that — still with long 
and bitter aorcows, lifted up hia head, and said, Uke a 
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vali^it Dane, as his name bespoke him, " Against the 
traitor and the adulterer " 

"I am neither," roared Hereward. 

" Thou wouldst be, if thou couldst. Whoso looketli 
upon a woman to " 

" Preach me no sermons, man I Let me in to seek 
my wife." 

"(Ver my body," said TJlfketyl, and laid himself 
down acroBB the threshold. 

Hereward recoiled. If he had dared to step over 
that aacied body, there was not a blood-stained ruffian 
in his crew who dared to follow him. 

"Eise, rise ! for God's sake, Lord Abbot," said he. 
"Whatever I am, I need not that you should disgrace 
me thus. Only let me see her — reason with her." 

"She has vowed herself to God, and is none of 
thine henceforth." 

" It is against the canons. A wrong and a robbery." 

Ulfketyl rose, grand as ever. 

"Hereward Leofricsson, our joy and our glory 
once. Hearken to the old man who will soon go 
whither thine Uncle Brand is gone, and be free of 
Ranchmen, and of all this wicked world. When 
the walls of Crowland dare not shelter the wronged 
woman fleeing from man's treason to God's faithful- 
ness, then let the roofs of Crowland bum till the flame 
reaches heaven, for a sign that the children of God 
are as false as the children of this world, and break 
their faith like any belted knigbt" 

Hereward was silenced. His men shrank back 
VOL. a T H. T. w. 
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bom him. He felt aa if Giod, and the mother of 
Grod, and St Guthlac, and all the host of heaven, 
were Hhrinlrin g back from tiTm likewise. He tnrned 
to BUpplicationa, compromises — ^what else was left 

" At least you will let me have speech of her, or d 
my mother V 

" They must answer that, not L" 

Heroward sent in, entreating to see one, or both. 

" Tell him," said Lady Godiva, " who calls himself 
my son, Uiat my sons were men of honour, and that 
he most have been changed at nursa" 

"Tell him," said Torfrida, "that I have lived my 
life and sm. dead Dead. If he would see me, he 
will only see my corpse." 

" You would not day yourself t" 

"What is there that I dare not dot You do not 
know Torfrida. He does." 

And Hereward did ; and went back agun like a 
man stunned. 

After awhile there came by boat to Crowland aD 
Torfrida's wealth; dotbes, jewels; not a shred had 
Hereward kept The magic armour came with 

Torfrida gave all to the abbey, there and then. 
Only the armour she wrapped up in the white bear's 
skin, and sent it back to Hereward, wit^ her blessing, 
and entreaty not to refuse that, her last bequest 

Hereward did not refuse, for very sham& But 
for very shame he never wore that armour more. For 
very shame he never slept again upon the white bear's 
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akin, on which he and his true love had lain so many 
a year. 

And Torfrida turned herself utterly to serve the 
Lady Crodira, and to teach and train her child as she 
had never done before, while she had to lore Here- 
ward, and to work day and night, with her own 
fingers, for all his mea All pride, all fierceness, all 
care of self, had passed away from her. In penitence, 
humility, obedience, and gentleness, she went on: 
never smiling: but never weeping. Her heart was 
broken ; and she felt it good for herself to let it breaik. 

And Leofric the priest, and mad Martin Lightfoot^ 
watched like two dogs for her going out and coming 
in ; and when she went among the old corrodiers, and 
nm^ed the sick, and taught the children, and went to. 
and fro upon her holy errands, blessing and blessed, 
the two wild men had a, word from her month, ot a 
kiss of her hand, and were happy all the day after. 
For they loved her with a love mightier than ever 
Hereward had haaped upon her ; for she had given 
him all ; but she had given those two wild men nought 
but the beatific vision of a noble woman. 
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HOW HKtBWARD LOST 8W0HD BRAINBITER. 

"On account of which," says the chronicler, "many 
troables came to Kereward: because Torfrida was 
most viae, and of great connsel in need. For after- 
Trards, as he faimBclf confessed, things went not so 
well with him as they did in her time." 

And the first thing that went ill was this. He was 
riding through the Bnmeawald, and behind him Geri, 
Wenoch, and Matelgar, these three. And there met 
him in an open glade a hni^t, tlie bluest man he had 
ever seen, on the bi^;est horse, and five knights be- 
hind him. He was an Englishman, and not a French- 
man, by his dresa ; and Hereward spoke courteously 
enough to him. But who he was, and what his 
business was in the Brun^wald, Hereward thought 
that he had a right to ask 

"Tell me who thou art who askest, before I tell 
thee who I am who am asked, riding here on common 
land," quoth the knight, surlily enough. 

" I am Hereward, without whose leave no man has 
ridden the Bnmeswald for many a day." 

"And I am Letwold the Enghahman, who rides 
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whither he will in meiry Englaiid, without care for 
any Frenchmui upon earth." 

"Frenchman ! Why caUeat thou me Frenchman, 
man 7 I am Hereward." 

"Then thou art, if tales be true, as French as Ito 
Taillebois. I bear that thou hast Idt thy true lady, 
like a fool and a churl, and goest to London, or Win- 
chester, or the nether pit — I care not which—to make 
thy peace with The Mamzer." 

The man was a surly brut« : but ffhat be said was 
so true, that Hereward'a wrath arose. He had pro- 
mised Torfrida many a time, never to quarrel with an 
Englishman, but to endure all things. Now out of 
very spite to Torfrida's counsel, because it was Tor- 
frida's, and he had promised to obey it, he took up 
the qoarrel. 

" If I am a fool and a churl, thou art a greater fool, 
to provoke thine own death ; and a greater " 

"Spare your breath," said the big man, "and let 
me try Hereward, as I have many anodier." 

Whereon they dropped their lance-points, and rode 
at each other like two mad bulls. And by the con- 
tagion of foUy common in the middle age, at each 
other rode Hereward's three knights and Letwold's 
fiva The two leaders found themselvea both rolling 
on the ground ; jumped up, drew their swords, and 
hewed away at each other. Geri unhorsed his man 
at the first chaise, and left him stunned. Then he 
turned on another, and did the same by him. Wenoch 
and Mate^ar each overthrew their man. The fifth of 
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LetwoM's knights threw up hia lance-point, not lihing 
his new company. Geri and the other two rode in 
on the two chiefs, who were fighting hard, each under 
shield. 

" Stand back ! " roared Hereward, " and give tie 
knight fair play 1 When did any one of na want a 
man to help himt Kill or die single, haa been onr 
rale, and shall be." 

They threw up their lance-points, and stood round 
to see that great %ht Letwold's knight rode in 
among them, and stood likewise ; and friend and foe 
looked on, as they m^ht at a pair of game cocks. 

Hereward had, to his own sorpriae and that of his 
fellows, met his matdL The sparks flew, the iron 
clangeJ: but bo heavy were the stranger's strokes, 
that Hereward reeled again and again. So sure was 
the guard of his shield, that Hereward could not 
wonnd him, hit where he would At last he dealt a 
furious blow on the strainer's head 

"If that does not bring your master down ! quoth 
Geri "By , Brainbiterisgonel" 

It was too trua Sword Brainbiter's end was coma 
The Ogre's magic blade had snapt off short by the hilt. 

" Your master is a tme Englishman, by the hard- 
ness of his brains," quoth Wenoch, as the stranger, 
reeling for a moment, lifted up his head, and stared 
at Hereward in the face, doubtful what to do. 

" Will you yield, or fight on )" cried he. 

" Yield t" shouted Hereward, rushing upon him, 
as a mastiff might on a lion, and striking at his helm, 
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though shorter than him by a head and shoulders, 
such swift and terrible blows with the brokea hilt^ u 
staggered the tall straiiger. 

"What are yon at, forgettii^ what you have at 
your aidet" roared Geri. 

Hereward sprang back He had, aa was his custom, 
a second sword on hia right thigh. 

"I foi^et everytluDg now," said he to himself 
migrily. 

And that was too true. But he drew the second 
sword, and sprang at bis man once more. 

The stranger tried, according to the chroniclet, who 
probably had it from one of the three bystanders, a 
blow which has cost many a brave man his life. He 
struck right down on Hereward's head. Hereward ' 
raised his shield, warding the stroke, sad threw in 
tiiat coup de jairett which there is no guarding, after 
the downright blow has been given. The stranger 
dropped upon his wounded knee. 

"Yield," cried Hereward in his turn, 

"That is not my fashion." And the stranger 
fought on upon his stumps, like Witherington in 
Chevy Chase. 

Hereward, mad with the sight of blood, struck at 
him four or five times. The stranger's guard was so 
quick that he could not hit him, even on hia knee. 
He held his hand, and drew back, looking at his new 
rival 

"What the murrain are we two fighting aboutt" 
said he, at lasl 
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"I know not; neitiher care," said the other, with a 
grim chackle, " Bat if any man will fight me, him I 
fight, ever since I had beard to my chin." 

"Thou art the best man that ever I faced" 

"That is like enough." 

" What wilt thou take, ii I give thee thy life J" 

" My way on which I was going. For I tmm back 
for no man alive on land." 

" Then thou hast not had enough of me 1" 

"Not by another hour." 

" Thou must be bom of fiend, and not of man." 

"Very like. It is a wise E)on knows his own father." 

Hereward burst out laughing. 

"Would to heaven I had had thee for my man 
this three years since." 

" Perhaps I would not have been thy man." 

"Why not)" 

"Becaose I have been my own man ever dnce I 
was bom, and am well content with myself for my 
master." 

"ShaU I bind up thy legt" asked Hereward, hav- 
ing no more to say, and not wishing to kill the man. 

" No. It will grow again, like a crab's daw," 

"Thou art a fiend." And Hereward turned away, 
sulky, and half afnud. 

" Very like. No man knows what a devil he is 
till he tries." 

" What dost mean V and Hereward turned angrily 
back. 

"Fiends we are all, till God's grace comes." 
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"LitUegiace has come to thee yet, by thy ungtacioos 
tongue." 

"Bough to men, may be gracious to women." 

"What hast thou to do with women T" aaked 
Hereward fiercely. 

"I have a wife, and I lore her." 

" Thou art not hke to get back to her to-day." 

" I fear not, with this pdtry scratch. I had looked 
for a cat from thee, would have saved me alt fighting 
henceforth," 

"What dost meani" aaked Hereward with an 
oath. 

"That my wife is in heaven, and I would needs 
follow her." 

Hereward got on his horse, and rode away. Never 
could he find out who that Sir Letwold waa, or how 
he came into the Bruneswald. All he knew was, 
that he never had had such a fight since he wore 
beard ; and that he had lost sword Brainbiter : from 
which his evil conscience augured that his luck had 
turned, and that he ehoold lose many things beside. 
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HOW EEREWARD CAME IN TO THE KING. 

After these things Hereward summoned all his men, 
and set before them the hopelessness of any further 
reeistaiice, and the promises of anmestj', lands, and 
hononrs which Wilham had. offered him; and per- 
suaded them — and indeed he had good arguments 
enough and to spare — that they should go and make 
their peace with the king. 

They were so accustomed to look up to his deter- 
mination, that when it gave way theirs gave way 
likewise. They were so accnstomed to trust his 
wisdom, that moat of them yielded at once to his 
arguments. 

That the hand should break up, all agreed. A 
few of the more suspicious, or more desperate, said 
that they could never trust the Frenchman; that 
Hereward himself had warned them i^ain and again 
of his treachery ; that he was now going to do himself 
what he had laughed at Gospatric and the rest for 
doing ; what had brought ruin on Edwin and Morcar ; 
what he had again and again prophesied would bring 
min on Waltheof himself ete all waa over. 
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But Herevud woe deaf to their argnmente. He 
had said aa little to them as he could about Alf truda, 
for very shame ; but he was atterly besotted on her. 
For her sake, he had determioed to run his head 
blindly into the very snare of which he had warned 
others. And he had seared — so he fancied—his con- 
Bcienca It was Torfrida's fanlt now, not his. If she 
left him — if she herself freed him of her own will — 
why, he was free, and there was no more to be said 
about it 

And Hereward (says the chronicler) took Gwenoch, 
Gteri, and Matelgar, and rode south to the king. 

Where were the two young Siwardst It is not 
said. Probably they, and a few desperadoes, followed 
the fashion of so many English in those sad days — 
when, as sings the Norse scald, 

" Cold heart and bloody hand 
Now nilo EngliBh land," 
and took ship for Constantinople, and enhsted in the 
Varanger-guard, and died full of years and honours, 
leaving fair-haired children behind them, to become 
Varangers in their turn. 

Be that as it may, Hereward rode soutL But when 
he had gotten a long way*apon the road, a fancy (says 
the chronicler) came over hinu He was not going in 
pomp and glory enough. It seemed mean for the 
once great Hereward to sneak into Winchester with 
three knighta Perhaps it seemed not over safe for 
the once great Hereward to travel with only three 
knights. So he went back all the way to camp, and 
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took (s&fs the chronicler) " forty most famous knights, 
all big and tall of stature, and splendid — if from 
notliing else, from their looks and their harness 
alon&" 

So Hereward and those forty knighte rode down 
from Feterborongh, along the Boman road. For the 
Roman roads were then, and for centuries after, the 
only roads in this land ; and our forefathers looked 
on them as the work of gods and giants, and called 
them after the names of their old gods and heroes — 
Irmen Street, Watling Street, and so fortL 

And then, like true Englishmen, our own fore- 
fathers showed their respect for the said divine works. 
Dot by copying them, but by picking them to pieces 
to pave every man his own courtyard. Be it so. 
The ne^Bct of new roads, the destmction of the old 
ones, was a natural evil consequence of local self- 
govemment. A cheap price perhaps, after all, to pay 
for that power of local self-government whidi has 
kept England free unto ttiis day. 

Be that as it may, down the Roman road Hereward 
went ; past Alconbury Hill, of the old posting days ; 
past Hatfield, then deep forest ; and so to St Alban's, 
then deep forest likewise. And there tiiey lodged in 
the minster ; for the monks thereof were good English, 
and sang masses daily for King Harold's soul And 
the next day ihej went soutJi, by ways which are not 
BO clear. 

Just outeide St Alban's -^ Verulamium of the 
Romans (the ruins whereof were believed to be full 
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of ghosts, demons, and magic treasures) — they turned, 
at St Stephen's, to the left, off the Koman road to 
London ; and by another Boman load struck into the 
Tast forest vhioh ringed London round from north- 
east to south-west Following the upper waters of 
the Oolne, which ran through the woods on their left, 
they came to Watford, and then turned probably to 
Bickmansworth. Ko longer on the Roman paved 
ways, they followed horse-tracks, between the forest 
uid the rich marsh-meadows of the Colne, as far as 
Denham, and then struck into a Boman road again at 
the north end of Lai^ley Park. From thence, over 
heathy commons — for that western part of Bucking- 
hamshire, its soil being light and some gravel, was 
little cultivated then, and hardly all cultivated now — 
they held on straight by Langley town into the Vale 
of Thames, 

Little they dreamed, as they rode down by Ditton 
Green, off the heathy commons, past the poor 
scattered farms, on to the vast rushy meadows, while 
upon them was the dull weight of disappointment, 
shame, all but despair; their race enslaved, their 
country a prey to strangers, and all its future, like 
l^eir own, a lurid blank — little they dreioned of what 
that vale would be within eight hundred years — the 
eye of England, and it may be of the world ; a spot 
which owns more wealth and peace, more art and 
civilisatioD, more beauty and more virtue, it may be, 
than any of the Qod's-gardens which make fair this 
earth, Windsor, on its crowned steep, was to them 
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but a new hanting-palace of the old miracle-moDger 
Edward, who bad just rained England. Biumymede, 
a mile below them down the broad stream, was but & 
horse-fen fringed with water-liliea, where the men of 
Wessex had met of old to counsel, and to bring the 
country to this pass. And as they crossed, by ford or 
ferry-boat, the shallows of old Windsor, whither they 
had been tending all along, and stmck into ihe mooi- 
laods of Wessez iteelf, they were as men going into 
an unknown wilderness: behind them ruin, and 
before them, unknown danger. 

On through Windsor Forest, Edward the Saint's 
old hunting-ground ; its bottoms choked with beech 
and oak, and birch and alder scrub ; its npper lands 
vast flats of level heath ; aloi^ the great trackway 
which runs idoi^; the lower side of Ghobham Camp, 
some quarter of a mile broad, every rut and trackway 
as' fresh at this day as when the ancient Briton, find- 
ii^ that his neighbour's essedum — chariot, or rather 
cart — had worn the ruts too deep, struck out a fresh 
wandering line for himself across the dreary heath. 

Over the Elackwater by Sandhurst, smd along the 
flats of Hartford Bridge, where tiie old furze^rown 
ruts show the trackway to this day. Down into the 
clayland forests of the Andredsweald, and up out of 
them again at Basing, on to the clean crisp chalk turf ; 
to strike at Fopham Lane the Boman road from 
Silchester, and hold it over tiie high downs, till they 
saw far below them the royal city of Winchester. 

Itchen, silver aa they looked on her from above, 
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but when tttey came down to lier, bo clear that none 
could see where water ended and where lur began, 
hurried through the city in many a stream. Beyond 
it rose the " White Camp," the " Venta Belganmi," 
the drcular earthwork of white chalk on the hi^ 
down. Within the city rose the ancient minster 
church, built by Ethelwold — ancient even then — 
where slept the ancient kings ; Kennulf, Egbert, ^^^ 
Ethelwulf the Saxona; and by them the Danes, 
Canute the Great, and Hardacanate hia son, and 
Norman Emma hia wife, and Ethelred's before him j 
and the great Earl Godwin, who seemed to Hereward 
to hare died, not twenty, bat two hundred yeare ago ; 
— and it may be an old Saxon hall upon the little iale 
whither Ec^ar had bidden brii^ the heads of all the 
wolves in Wessex, where afterwards tiie bishops built 
Wolvesey Palace. Bat nearer to them, on the down 
which sloped up to the west, stood an uglier thing, 
which they saw with curses deep and loud, — the keep 
of the new Norman caatle by the west gate. 

Hereward halted hia knights upon the down ont- 
eide the northern gate. Then he rode forward him- 
self.. The gate was open wide ; but he did not care 
to go in. 

So he rode into the gateway, and smote upon that 
gat« with his lance-butt Bat the porter saw the 
knighte upon the down, and was afnud to come out ; 
for he feared treason. 

Theo Hereward smote a second tame: but the 
porter did not come out 
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Then he took the lance by the shafts and smote a 
third time. And he smote so hard, that the lance- 
butt flew to flinders gainst Wincheater Gate. 

And at that startled out two knights, who had 
come down from the castle, seeing the meinie on the 
down ; and asked : 

"Who art thou, who knockeat here so boldl" 

"Who I am, any man can see by those splinters, 
if he knows what men are left in England this day." 

The knights looked at the broken wood, and then 
at each other. Who could the man be, who could 
beat an ash stave to flinders at a single blow! 

"You are young, and do not know me; and no 
shame to you. Go and tell William the king, that 
Hereward is come to put his hands between the king's, 
and be the king's man hencefortL" 

" You are Hereward !" asked one, half awed, half 
disbelieving at Hereward's short statnro. 

"You are — I know not who. Pick np those 
splinters, and take them to King William ; and say, 
' The man who broke that Imice against the gate is 
here to make his peace with thee,' and he will know 
who I auL" 

And so cowed were these two knights with Here- 
ward's royal voice, and royal eye, and royal strength, 
that they went simply, and did what he bade them. 

And when King William saw the splinters, he was 
as joyfnl as man could be, and sud : 

" Send him to me, and tell him, Bright shines the 
sun to me that lights Hereward into Winchester." 
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" But, Lord King, he has vith him a, meinie of full 
fort; knights. 

"So much the better. I shall have the more 
Tahant Engliahmen to help my valiant FrencL" 

So Hereward rode round, outside the walls, to 
William's new entrenched palace outside the vest 
gate, by the castle. 

And then Hereward went in, and knelt before the 
Iforman, and put his hands between William's hands, 
and swore to be his man. 

"I have kept my word," said he, "which I sent to- 
thee at Bouen seven years agone. Thou art king of 
all ^England ; and I am the last man to say so." 

"And since thou hast said it, I am king indeed. 
Come with me and dine ; and to-morrow I will see 
thy knights." 

And William walked out of the hall leaning on Here- 
waid's shoulder, at which all the Normans gnaahed 
their teeth with envy, 

"And for my knighte, Lord Kingi Thine and 
mine will mix, for a while yet, like oil and water; 
and I fear lest there be murder done between them." 

"Likely enough," 

So the knights were bestowed in a "vill" near by; 
" and the next day the venerable king himself went 
forth to see those knights, and caused them to stand, 
and march before him, both with arms, and without 
With whom being much delighted, he praised them, 
congratulating them on their beauty and stature, and 
saying that they must all be knights of fame in war." 

VOL. n. u ». T. w. 
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After which Hereward sent them all home except two ; 
and waited till he should marry Alftnida, and get back 
his heritage. 

"And when that happens," said William, "why 
ehoald we not have two weddings, beansire, as well 
as onet I hear that you have in Growland a fail 
daughter, and mam^eabla" 

Hereward bowed. 

"And I have found a husband for her suitable to 
her years, and who may conduce to your peace and 
serenity." 

Hereward bit his lip. To refuse was impossible in 
those days. But 

"I trust that your Grace has found a knight of 
higher lineage than him, whom, after so many honours, 
yim honoured with the hand of my niece." 

William laughed. It was not his interest to 
quarrel with Hereward. "Aha! Ivo, the wood- 
cutter's son. I ask your pardon for that^ Sir Here- 
ward. Had yon been my man then, as you are now, 
it might have been different." 

" If a ki[% ask my pardon, I can only ask his in 
return." 

"You must be friends witb Tullebois. He is a 
brave knight, and a wise warrior." 

" None ever doubted that" 

"And to cover any little blots in his scuteheon, I 
have made him an earl, as I may make you some 
day." 

"Your Majesty, like a true kii^ knows how to 
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reward. Wlio is this knight whom you hare chosen 
for my lass 1" 

"Sir Hugh of Evermue, a neighbour of yours, and 
a man of blood and breeding." 

" I know him, and his lineage ; and it is very well 
I humbly thank yonr Majeaty." 

"Can I be the same manf" said Hereward to him- 
self, bitterly. 

And he was not the same man. He was besotted 
on Alftnida, and humbled himself accordingly. 
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CHAPTEK XXXDL 

HOW TORPRIDA CONTBSSED THAT SHE HAD 
BEEN mSPIKED BY THE DEVIL. 

After a few da^s there came down a priest to Crow- 
land from WinclieBteF, and talked vith Tarfiida. 

And Bhe answered him, the priest said, so wisely 
and well, Uiat he never had met with a woman of so 
clear a bnun, or of bo stout a heart 

At last, being puzzled to get that which he wanted, 
he touched on the matter of her marriage with 



She wished it, he said, dissolved. She wished her- 
self to enter religion. 

The Church would be most happy to sanction eo 
holy a desire, but there were objections. She was a 
married Woman ; and her husband had not |^ven his 



"Let him give it, then." 

There were still objections. He had nothing to 
bring agtdnst her which could justify the dissolution 
of the holy bond : unless 

" Unless I bring some myself 1" 
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" There have been rumoura — I say not how true — 
of magic and sorcery " 

Torfrida leaped up from her Beat, and laughed such 
a langh, that the priest said in aft«r years, it rung 
through his head as if it had arisen out of the pit of 
the lost 

"So that is Trhat you want, Churchman t Then 
you shall have it Bring me pea and ink. I need 
not to confess to you. You shall read my confession 
when it is dona I am a better scribe, mind you, 
than any clerk between here and Paris." 

She seized Hie pen and ink, and wrote ; not fiercely, 
as the priest expected, but slowly and carefully. 
Then she gave it the priest to read. 

"Will that do. Churchman t Will that free my 
soul, and that of your French Archbishop 1" 

And the priest read to himself : 

How Torfrida of St Omer, bom at Aries in Pro- 
vence, confessed that from her youth up she had 
been given to the practice of diabolic arts, and had at 
divers times and places used the same, both alone and 
with Richilda, late Countess of Hainault How, 
wickedly, wantonly, and instinct with a malignant 
spirit, she had compassed, by channs and spells, to 
win the love of Hereward. How she had ever since 
kept in bondage liim, and others whom she had not 
loved with the same carnal love, but only desired to 
make them useful to her own desire of power and 
glory, by the same magic^ arts ; for which she now 
humbly begged pardon of Holy Church, and of all 
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Christiaii folk; and, penetrated with compuDctaon, 
desired only that she might retire into the convent of 
Growlaad. She asserted the marriage which she had 
so unlawfully compassed, to foe null and void; and 
prayed to be released therefrom, as a burden to her 
conscience and eonl, that she might spend the rest of 
her life in penitence for her many enormous sins. 
She submitted herself to die judgment of Holy Church, 
only beting that this ber free confession migbt be 
counted in her favour, and that she might not be put 
to death, as she deserved, nor immured perpetually ; 
because ber mother-in-law according to the fiesh, the 
Countess Giodiva, being old and infirm, had daily need 
of ber ; and she wished to serve her menially as loi^ 
as she lived. After which, she put herself utterly 
upon the judgment of the Church. And meanwhile 
she desired and prayed that she might be allowed to 
remain in perpetual imprisonment (whereby her 
marriage could be canonically dissolved) in the s^d 
monastery of Crowland, not leaving the precincts 
thereof, without special leave given by the Abbot and 
prioress in one case between ber and them reserved ; 
to wear garments of haircloth ; to fast all the year on 
bread and water ; and to be disciplined with rods or 
otherwise, at such times as the prioress should com- 
mand, and to such dq^e as her body, softened with 
carnal luxury, could reasonably endure. And beyond 
— that, being dead to the world, God might have 
mercy on her soul. 

And she meant what she said. The madness of 
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remorse and disappointmeiit, bo common in the wild 
middle age, tad come over her ; and with it the twin 
madneaa of self-tortnre. 

The priest read, and trembled ; not for Torfrida, 
bat for himself, leat she should enchant him after alL 

" She most have been an awful simier," said he to 
the monks when he got safe ont of the room ; " com- 
parable only to the witch of Endor, or the woman 
Jezebel, of whom St. John writes in the Bevelations." 

" I do not know how you Frenchmen measure folks, 
when you see them : but to our mind she ia — for good- 
ness, humility, and patience comparable only to an 
Angel of God," said Abbot UlfketyL 

"You Englishmen will have to change your minds 
on many points, if you mean to stay here." 

"We shall not change them, and we shall stay here," 
quoth the Abbot. 

"How! Yon will not get Sweyn and his Danes 
to help you a second time." 

" No, we shall all die, and give you your wills, and 
you will not have the heart to cast our bones into the 
tonal" 

"Not unless you intend to work miracles, and set 
up for sunts, like your Alph^e and Edmund." 

"Heaven forbid that we should compare ourselves 
with them 1 Only let us alone till we die." 

" If yoa let us alone, and do not turn traitor mean- 
Abbot Ulfketyl bit his lip, and kept down the 
risiiig fiend. 
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"Aad now," said the prieat, "deliver me over 
Torfrid& the y onnger, daughter of Hereward and this 
woman, that I may take her to the King, who has 
found a fit husband for her." 

" You will hardly get her." 

"Not get her t" 

"Not without her mother's consent The lass 
cares for nought but her." 

"Pish ! that sorceress 1 Send for the girl" 

Abbot infketyl, forced in his own abbey, great and 
august lord though he was, to obey any upstart of a 
Norman priest who came backed by the King and 
Lanfranc, sent for the lass. 

The young outlaw came in — hawk on fist, and its 
hood off, for it was a pet — short, sturdy, upright, 
brown-haired, blue-eyed, ill-dressed, with hard hands 
and Bun-bnmt face, but with the hawk-eye of her 
father and her mother, and the hawks among which 
she was bred. She looked the priest over &om head 
to foot, till he was abashed. 

"A Frenchman !" said she, and she said no more. 

The priest looked at her eyes, and then at the 
hawk's eyes. They were disagreeably like each other. 
He told his errand as courteously as he could, for he 
was not a bad-hearted man for a Norman priest 

The lass lau^d him to scorn. The King's com- 
mands 1 She never saw a king in the greenwood, and 
cared tor none. There was no king in England now, 
wnce Sweyn Ulfsson sidled back to Denmark. Who 
was this French William, to sell a free English lass 
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like a colt or a cow ? The priest might go back to the 
slaves of Weesez, and command them if he could : 
but in the fens, men were free, and lasses too. 

The priest was piously shocked and indignant, and 
began to argua 

She played with hei hawk instead of listening, and 
then was marching out of the room. 

"Your mother," said he, " is a sorceress." 

" You are a knave, or set on by knaves. You lie ; 
and you know you lie," and she turned away again. 

"She has confessed it" 

"Yon have driven her mad between you, till she 
will confess anything, I presume you tbreatened to 
bum her, as some of you did awhile back." And the 
youi^ lady made use of words equally strong and true. 

The priest was not accustomed to the direct 
language of the greenwood, and indignant on his own 
account, threatened, and finally offered to use, force. 
Whereon there looked up into his face such a demon 
(so he said) as he never had seen ot dreamed of, and 
said: 

" If you lay a fii^r on me, I will brittle you hke 
any deer." And therewith pulled out a saying-knife, 
about half as long again as the said priest's hand, 
being very sharp, so he deposed, down the whole 
length of one edge, and hkewise down his Httle 
finger's length of the other. 

Not being versed in the terras of English venery, 
he asked Abbot Ulfketyl what brittling of a deer 
might mean; and being informed that it was that 
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opentifm tm the carcase of a stag which his coontiy- 
men called erentrer, he Bafaeided, and thought it best 
to go and consnlt Hie yoimg lady's mother. 

She, to his astonishment, snbmitted at once and 
atte^. The King, and he whom she had called her 
hatband, were Tery graciotuL It was all well She 
wonld hare preferred, and the lady Godiva too, after 
their experience of the world and the flesh, to have 
devoted her daughter to Heaven in the minster there. 
Bat she was unworthy. Who was she, to truu a 
bride for Him who died on the cross ! She accepted 
this as part of her penance, with thankfulness and 
hmnility. She had heard that Sir Hugh of Evermne 
was a gentleman of anident birth and good prowess, 
and she thanked the King for his choice. Let the 
priest t«ll h^ daughter that she commanded her to 
go with him to Winchester. She did not wish to see 
her. She was stained with many crimes, and un- 
worthy to approach a pnie maiden. Besides, it 
would only caose misery and teara She was tTying 
to die to the world and to the flesh ; and she did not 
wish to reawaken their power within her. Yes. It 
was very well Let the lass go with him. 

"Tlion art indeed a true penitent," said the priest, 
his human heart softening him, 

"Thou art very much mistaken," said she, and 
turned away. 

The girl, when she heard her mother's command, 
wept, shrieked, and went At least she was going to 
her father. And from wholesome fear of that same 
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saying-knife, the priest left her in peace all the waj' 
to Winchester. 

After vhich, Abbot Ulfketyl went into his lodgings, 
and burst, like a noble old nobleman as he was, into 
bitter tears of rage and shanta 

But Torfrida's eyes were as dry as her own sack- 
cloth. 

The priest took the letter back, and showed it — it 
may be to Archbishop Lanfranc, who was well versed 
in such matters, having already (as is well known to 
all the world) ^ranged Ring William's uncanonical 
marri^e, by help of Archdeacon Hildebrand, after- 
wards Pope. But what he said, this chronicler would 
not dare to say. For he was a very wise man, and a 
very staunch and strong pillar of the Holy Roman 
Church. And doubtless he was man enough not to 
require that anything should be added to Torfrida's 
penance ; and that would have been enough to prove 
hint a man in those days — at least for a Churchman 
— as it proved Archbishop or Saint Ailred to be, a 
few years after, in the case of the nun of Watton, to 
be read in G-ale's " Scriptores Anglicaniffi." Then he 
showed the letter to Alftruda. 

And she laughed one of her laughs, and siud, " I 
have her at last!" 

Then, as it befell, he was forced to show the letter 
to Queen Matilda ; and she wept over it human tears, 
such as she, the noble heart, had been forced to weep 
many a time before, and said, "The poor soul ! — You, 
Alftruda, woman ! does Hereward know of thist" 
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" No, madam," said Alftruda, not adding that she 
had taken good care that he should not know. 

" It is the best thing which I have heard of him. 
I should tell him, were it Dot that I most not meddle 
with my lord's plans. God grant him a good delivery, 
as they say of the poor souls in gaoL Well, madam, 
you have your will at last God give you grace 
tliereof, for you have not ^ren him much chance as 
yet" 

" Your majesty will hononr ua by coming to the 
wedding f asked Alftruda, utterly miabasbed. 

Matilda the Good looked at her with a face of snch 
calm childlike astonishment, that Alftruda dropped 
her proud head at last, and slonk oat of the presence 
like a beaten cur. 

But William went to the wedding; and swore 
horrible oaths that they were the handsomest pair he 
had ever seen. And so Hereward married Alftruda. 
How Holy Church settled the matter, is not said. 
But that Hereward married Alftruda, under these 
very circumstances, may be considered a "historic 
fact," being vouched for both by Gaimar, and by 
Bichard of Ely. And doubtless Holy Church con- 
trived that it should happen without sin, if it con- 
duced to her own interest 

And little Torfrida — then i^;ed, it seems, some six- 
teen years — was married to Hugh of Evermua She 
wept and struggled as she was dra^;ed into the churcL 

" But I do not wfmt to be married. I want to go 
back to my mother," 
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" The diabolic itajstinct may liave descended to her," 
said the prieste, "and attracts her to the sorceress. 
We had best sprinkle her with holy water." 

So they sprinkled her with holy water, and nsed 
exorcisms. Indeed, the case being an important one, 
and the personages of tank, they brought ont from 
their treaeures the apron of a certain virgin saint, and 
put it ronnd her neck, in hopes of driving out the 
hereditary fiend. 

" If I am led with a halter, I must needs go," said 
she, with one of her mother's own flashes of wit, and 
went. " Bat, Lady Alftruda," whispered she halfway 
up the church, "I never loved him." 

" Behave yourself before the King, or I will whip 
you till tie blood runs." 

And so she would ; and no one would have won- 
dered in those days. 

"I will murder you, if you da But I never even 

" Little fool 1 And what are you going through, 
but what I went through before you)" 

"You to say that}" gnashed the ^1, as another 
spark of her mother's wit came out. " And you gain- 
ing what " 

"What I wiuted for for fifteen years," sMd 
Alftruda, coolly. "If you have comsge and cunning 
like me, to wait for fifteen years, you too may have 
your will likewisa" 

The pure child shuddered; and was married to 
Hugh of Evermue, who was, according to them of 
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Crowland, a good Mend to that monastoiy, aad tbere- 
foce, doubtiesa, a good muL Once, says wicked re- 
port, he offered to atrike her, as was the fashion in 
those chivalrous dxys. Whereon she turned npoa 
him like a tigress, and bidding him tomember that 
she was the daughter of Hereward and Torfrida, gave 
him such a beating that he, not wishing to draw sword 
upon her, suirendered at discretion; and ihey lived 
all their lives afterwards as happily aa most other 
married people in those times. 

All this, however pleasant to Hereward, was not 
pleasant to the French courtiers ; whereon, after the 
simple fashion of those times, they looked about for 
one who would pick a quarrel with Hereward and slay 
him in fair fight But an Archibald Bell-the-Cat was 
not to be found behind every he%e. 

Still, he might he provoked to fight If his foe 
was slain, so much the wors6 for both parties. For a 
duel, especially if a fatal one, within the precincts of 
the king's court, was a grave ofTence, punishable, at 
least in extreme cases, with death. 

Now it befell, that among them at Winchester was 
Oger the Breton, he who had held Morcar's lands 
round Bourne, and who was now in wrath and dread 
enough, at the prospect of having to give them up to 
Hereward. It was no difficult matter to set the hot- 
headed Celt on to provoke the equally hob-headed 
Wake ; and accordingly, Oger having been duly plied 
with wine, was advised to say one afternoon — 

" Hereward feeds well at the King's table. French 
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cooking is a pleasant change foi an outlaw, who has fed 
for many a day on rata and mice, and such small deer. " 

" A pleaeanter change for a starveling Breton, who 
was often glad enough, ere he came to England, to 
lob his own ponies of their furze-toppings, and boil 
them down for want of kale." 

"We use furze -toppii^ in Brittany to scourge 
saucy churls withal Speakest thou thus to me, who 
have the blood of Ring AxUiur and half his knights 
in my veins V 

" Then discipline thine own churl's back therewith : 
for churl thou art, though thou comest of Arthur's 
blood. Nay, I will not quarrel with thee. I have 
had too many gnats pestering me in the fens already 
to care for one more here." 

Wherefrom the Breton judged that Hereward had 
no lust to fight. 

The next day he met Hereward going ont to hunt, 
and was confirmed in his opinion when Hereward 
lifted his cap to him most courteously, saying that he 
was not aware before that his neighbour was a gentle- 
man of such high lineage. 

"Lineage I Better at least than thine, thou bare- 
legged Saxon, who hast dared to call me base-born and 
starveling I So thou must needs have thy throat cut 1 
I took thee for a wis» man." 

" Many have taken me for that which I am not 
If you will hamess yourself, I will do the same : and 
we will ride up to the woods, and settle this matter 
in peace." 
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" Three men on each side to eee fair play," said the 
Breton. 

And ap to the woods they rode ; and fought long 
withoat advantage on either side. 

Hereward was not the man which he had been. 
His nerve was gone, as well as his conscienca ; and all 
the dash and fmy of his old onslaughts gone therewith. 

He grew tired of the fi^t, not in body, bnt in 
mind ; and more than once drew back. 

" Let us stop this child's play," stud he, according 
to the chronicler ; " what need have we to fight here 
all day about nothing 1" 

Whereat the Breton fancied b'T" already more than 
half-beaten, and attacked more furiously than ever. 
He would be the first man on earth who ever had had 
the better of the great outlaw. He would win him- 
self eternal glory, as the champion of all England. 

But he had mistaken his tnim, uid his indomitable 
English pluck. " It was Hereward's fashion in fight 
and war," eays the chronicler, " always to ply the man 
most at the last" And so found the Breton; for 
Hereward suddenly lost patience, and rushing on him 
with one of his old shouts, hewed at liini again and 
^ain, as if his arm would never tire. 

Oger gave back, would he or not In a few 
moments his sword-arm dropped to his side cut half 
through. 

" Have you had enough, Sir Tristram the younger )" 
quoth Hereward, wiping his sword, and walking 
moodily away. 



i.,c.;oo'^lc 



HAD BEEN IN8PIBED BY THE DEVIL. 305 

The fniit of which was thia That within twenty- 
four hours Herewaid was arrested on a chaise of 
speaking evil of the king, breaking his peace, compass- 
ing the death of his faithful lieges, and various other 
wicked, traitorous, and diabolical acta. 

He was to be sent to Bedford Gastle, in the cus- 
tody of Robert Herepol, Ghatelain of Bedford, a 
reasonable and courteous man. The king had spared 
his life, in consideration of his having firat submitted 
himself. 

Hereward went like a man stunned, and spoke 
never a word. Day after day he rode northward, 
unarmed for the firat time for many a year ; and for 
the first time in all his years, with gyves on ankle and 
on wrisL This was the wages of his sin. This was 
the faith of Frenchmen. He was not astonished, 
hiuxily disappointed. Hatred of William, and worse, 
hatred of himself, swept all the passions from his soul. 
Of AJftruda he never thought for a moment Indeed, 
he never thought steadily of anyUiing, was hardly 
conscious of anything, till he heard the key turned on 
him in a room— not a small or doleful one- — in Bed- 
ford keep; and found an iron shackle on his leg, 
fastened to the stone bench on which he sat 

Robert of Herepol had meant to leave his prisoner 
loose. But there were those among his French guards 
who told bim, and with truth, that if he did so, no 
man's life wonld be safe; that to brain the gaoler 
with his own keys, and then twist out of his bowels a 
line wherewith to let himself down from the top of 
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the castle, wonld be not only easy, but amoBiiig to 
the famouB "Wake." 

So Robert conaentdd to fetter him so far, but no 
fartlier^ and be^ed his pardon again and again aa 
he did it, pleading the painful necessities of hiB office. 

Bat Hereward heard him not He sat in stupefied 
despair. A great black cloud had covered all heaTec 
and eartli, and entered into his brain through eveiy 
aeuBe ; till his mind, as he said aftenrords, vas like 
Hell with the fire gone out 

A gaoler came in, he knew not how long after, 
bringing a good meal, and wina He came cantiously 
toward the prisoner, and when still beyond the length 
of his chun, set the food down, and thrust it toward 
him with a stick, lest Hereward shonld leap on him 
and wring his neck. 

But Hereward never even saw bim or the food. 
He sat there all day, all n^ht, and nearly all the 
next day, and hardly moved hand or foot The gaoler 
told Sir Bobert in the evening that he thought the 
man was mad, and would dia 

So good Sir Bobert went up to him, and spoke 
kindly and hopefolly. But all Hereward answered 
was, that he was very welL That he wanted nothing. 
That he had always heard well of Sir Bobert That 
lie shonld like to get a little sleep: but that sleep 
would not come. 

The next day Sir Bobert came again early, and 
found him atting in the same place. 

"He was very well," he said. "How could he be 
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otherwise t He was jnst where he ought to be, A 
man could not be better than in his right place." 

Whereon Sir Robert gave bim ap for maA 

Then he bethought of sending him a harp, know- 
ing the fame of Hereward's made and singing. 
"And when he saw the harp," the gader said, "he 
wept; bat bade take the thing away. And eo sat 
Htill where he was." 

In this state of dull despair, he remamed for many 
weeks. At kst he woke up. 

There passed through and by Bedford large bodies 
of troops, going as it were to and from battle. The 
clank of arms stirred Hereward's heart as of old, and 
he sent to Sir Bobert to ask what was toward. 

Sir Robert^ " the venerable man," came to him joy- 
fully and at once, glad to speak to an illustrious cap- 
tive whom he looked on as an injured person ; and told 
bim news enough. 

Tailleboia' wamii^ about Ralph Guader and 
Waltheof had not been needless. Ralph, as the most 
influential of the Bretons, was on no good terms with 
tbe Normans, save with one, and that one of the most 
powerful — Fitz-Osbem, Earl of Hereford. His sister, 
Ralph was to have married : but William, for reasons 
unknown, forbade the matcL The two great Earia 
celebrated the wedding in spite of William, and asked 
Waltheof as a guest And at Ezning, between the 
fen and Newmarket Heath — 
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For there was matured the plot which Ito and others 
hfld long fleen brewing, William (they flaid) had 
made himself hateful to all men by his cruelties and . 
tyrannies; and, indeed, his govermnent was growing 
more unrighteous day by day. Let them drive h im 
oat of England, and part the land between them. 
Two shonld be dukes, the third king paramonnt 

"Waltheof, I presnme," qnoth Hereward, "plotted 
drunk, and repented sober, when too lat«. The wittol ! 
He shonld have been a monk." 

" Repented he has, if ever he was gnilty. For he 
fled to Archbishop Lanfranc, and confessed to him so 
mnch, that lanfranc declares him innocent, and has 
sent him on to WHliun in Normandy." 

" Oh, kind priest I true priest I To send his sheep 
into the wolfs moutli." 

" You forget, dear sire, that William is our king." 

"I can hardly forget that, with this pretty ring 
upon my ankle. But after my experience of how he 
has kept faith with me, what can I expect for Wal- 
theof the wittol, save that which I have foretold many 
a time 1" 

"Ah for yon, dear sire, the king has been ndsin- 
formed concerning yoa I have sent messengers to 
reason with him again and i^ain : but as long as 
Taillebois, Warrenne, and Bobert Malet had bis ear, 
of what use were my poor words 1" 

" And what said they )" 

" That there would be no peace in England if you 
were loose." 
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"They lied. I am no boy , like Waltheof. I know 
when the game is played out And it is played out 
now. The Ftenchuan is master, and I know it well 
Were I loose to-morrow, and as great a fool aa Wal- 
theof, what could I do, with, it may he, some forty 
knights, and a hundred men-at-arms, against all 
William's armies) But how goes on this fools' re- 
bellion ) If I had been loose, I might have helped to 
crush it in the bud." 

"And you would have done that against Waltheof I" 

" Why not agunst him t He is but bringing more 
misery on England. Tell that to William. Tell him 
that if he seta me free, I will be the first to attack 
Waltheof, or whom he wiE There are no English 
left to fight against," said he, bitteriy, "for W^theof 
is none now." 

"He shall know your words when he returns to 
En^and." 

"What^ is he abroad, and all this evil going onV 

"In Normandy. But the Engh'sh have risen for 
the Sing in Herefordshire, and beaten Earl Boger; 
and Odo of Bayeux and Bishop Mowbray are on their 
way to Cambridge, where they hope to give a good 
account of Earl BaJph ; and hope, too, that the English 
may help them there." 

"And they shall! They hate Balph Gnader as 
much as I da Can you send a message for me t" 

" Whither 1" 

" To Bourne in the Bmneswald ; and say to Here- 
ward's men, wherever they are, Let tbem rise and 
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ami, if they lore Hereward; and go down to Cam- 
bridge, to be the foremoet at Bishop Odo'e dde against 
Kalph Gnader, or Waltheof himsell Send 1 send ! 
Oh that I Tere free I" 

" Woidd to heaven thou wert free, my gaUant air !" 
said the good man. 

From that day Hereirard woke up somewhat He 
was atill a broken man, qnernlous, peevish : but ^e 
hope of freedom and the hope of battle stirred him. 
If he could but get to hie men I But his melancholy 
returned His men — some of them at least — went 
down to Odo at Cambridge, and did good service. 
Guader was utterly routed, and escaped to Norwich, 
and thence to Brittany, his home The bishops pun- 
ished their prisoners, the rebel French, with horrible 
mutilations. 

" The wolves are beginning to eat each other," said 
Hereward to himself. But it was a sickening thought 
to him, that his men had been fightit^ and he not at 
their head. 

After awhile there came to Bedford Castle two 
witty knaves. One was a cook, who " came to buy 
milk," says the chronicler; the other seemingly a 
gleemaa They told stories, jested, harped, sang, 
drank, and pleased much the garrison and Sir Bohert, 
who let them hang about the place. 

They asked next, whether it were true that the 
famous Wake was there 1 If so, might a man have a 
look at him f 

The gaoler said that many men might have gone 
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to see him, so easy vaa Sir Bobert to him. But he 
would have no man; and none dare enter savd Sir 
£obert and he, for fear of their lives. But he would 
ask him of EerepoL 

The good knight of Herepol said, " Let the rogues 
go in, they may amnae the poor souL" 

So they went in ; and as soon as they went, he 
knew them. One was Martin Lightfoot, the other, 
Leofric his mass-priest. 

"Who sent youl" asked he surlily, taming his 
face away. 

"She." 

"WhoT" 

"We know but one she, and she is at Crowland." 

" She sent yon t and wherefore 1" 

"That we might sing to you, and make you 
merry." 

Hereward answered them with a terrible word, 
and turned his face to the wall, groaning, and then 
bade them sternly to ga 

So they went, for the time. 

The gaoler told this to Sir Robert^ who understood 
all, being a kind-hearted man. 

" From his poor first wife, eh t Well, there can be 
no harm in that Nor if they ctune from diis Lady 
Alftruda either, for that matter ; let them go in "and 
out when they will" 

"But they may be spies and traitors." 

VThen we can but hang them." 

Eobert of Herepol, it would appear from the chrou- 
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ide, did not mach care whether they were spies or 
not 

So the men went to and fro ; and often sat witit 
Hereward. But he forhade them sternly to mention. 
Torfrida's name. 

AJftruda, meanwhile, returned to Bourne, and took 
possession of her new husband's house and lands. 
She sent him, again and again, messages of passionate 
love and sorrow ; but he listened to them as sullenly 
as he did to his two seirante, and sent no answer 
back. And so he sat more weary months, in the very 
prison, it may be in the vety room, in which John 
Bunyan sate n:^h six hundred years after : bat in a 
very different frame of mind. 

One day Sir Eobert was going up the stairs with 
another knight, uid met the two comii^ down. He 
was talking to that knight earnestly, indignantly : 
and somehow, as he passed Leofric and Martin he 
thou^t fit to raise his voice, as if in a great wrath. 

"Shame to all honour and chivalry ! Crood saints 
in heaven, what a thing is human fortune ! That 
tJiia man, who had once a gallant army at his back, 
should be at this moment going like a sheep to the 
slaughter, te Buckingham Castle, at the mercy of his 
worst enemy — of Ivo Taillebois, of all men in the 
world! If there were a dozen knights left of all 
those whom he used to heap with wealth and honour, 
worthy the name of knights, they would catch us 
between here and Stratford, and make a free man of 
their lord." 



UigniaOb, Google 



HAD BEEN INSPIRED BY THE DEVIL. 313 

So spaJte — or words to that effect, according to the 
Latin chronicler, who must have got them from Leo- 
fric himself — the good knight of HerepoL 

"HiUo, knaves I" said he, seeing the two, "are 
70U here eavea-dropping! Out of the castle tiaa 
inst^it, on your lives." 

Which hint those two witty knaves took on the 
spot 

A few days after, Hereward was travelling toward 
Buckingham, chained npon a horse, with Sir Robert 
and his men, and a goodly company of knighte be- 
longing to Ivo. Ivo, as the story runs, seems to have 
arranged with Ealph Pagnel at Buckingham, to put 
him into the keeping of a creature of his own. And 
how easy it was to put out a man's eyes, or starve him 
to death, in a French keep, none knew better than 
Hereward. 

But he was past fear or sorrow. A dull heavy 
cloud of despair had settled down npon his soul 
Black with sin, his heart could not pray. He had 
hardened himself against all heaven and earth ; and 
thought, when he thought at aU, only of his wrongs : 
but never of his sins. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

HOW £ARL WALTHEOF WAS HADE A SAINT. 

A DAY or two after, there sat in Abbot Thorold's 
lodgings in Peterborough, & select company of French- 
men, talHi^ over affairs of State after their supper, 

"Well, lords and knights," said the Abbot, as he 
dpped his wine, " the caose of our good king, which 
is happily the cause of Holy Ghnrch, goes well, I 
think. We have much to be thankful for when we 
review the events of the past year. We have finished 
the rebels ; Soger de Breteuil is safe in prison, Balph 
Guader nnsafe in Brittany, and Waltheof more than 
unsafe in — ^the place to which traitors descend. We 
have not a joanoT left which is not in loyal hands ■ 
we have nob an English monk left who has not been 
scourged and starved into holy obedience; not an 
English saint for whom any man cares a jot, since 
Gnerin de Lire preached down St Adhelm, the admir- 
able Primate disposed of St Alphege's martyrdom, 
and some other wise man— I am ashamed to say that 
I foiget who— proved that St Edmund of Suffolk wa« 
merely a barbarian kinglet^ who was killed fighting 
with Danes only a little more heathen than himsell 
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We have had great Uboors anil great enfferings since 
we landed in this barborotis isle upon our holy errand 
ten years dnce ; but, nnder the shadow of the Gonfa- 
lon of St. Peter, we have conquered, and may sing 
' DominuB muminatio mea,' with humble and thankful 
hearte." 

"I don't know that," said Ascelin, "my Lord 
Uncle; I shall never sing 'Dominua Illuminatio,' till 
I see your coffeni illuminated once more by those 
thirty thousand m^ts." 

" Or I," said Ivo Taillebois, " tiU I see Herewtffd's 
head on Bourne gable, where he stuck up those 
Frenchmen's heads seven years ago, as his will be, 
within a week after he gets to Buckingfaam Castle — 
where he should be by now. But what the Lord 
Abbot means by saying that we have done with 
English saints I do not see ; for the rogues of Crow- 
land have just made a new one for themselves." 

" A new one )" 

"I tell you truth and factj I will tell you all, 
Lord Abbot ; and you shall judge whether it is not 
enough to drive an honest man mad to see such 
things going on under his nose. Men say of me 
that I am rough, and swear and blaspheme. I put 
it to you, Lord Abbot, if Job would not have cursed 
if he had been Lord of Spalding. You know that 
the king let these Crowland monks have Waltheof s 
body)" 

"Yes, I thought it an imwise act of grace. It 
would have been wiser to leave him, as he intended, 
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out on the bare down, in ground unconsecrate : bat 
wh&t has happened 1" 

"That old traitor, UUketyl, and his monks, bring 
the body to Crowland, and bury it as if tt had been 
ibe Popa'e. In a week they begin to spread their lies 
— that Waltheof was innocent ; that Archbishop Laa- 
franc himself said sa" 

"That was the only act of human weakness which 
I have ever known the venerable prelate commit^" said 
Thorold. 

" That the bui^hers at Winchester were so deep in 
the traitor's favour, that the king had to have him out 
and cut off his head in the grey of the morning, ere 
folks were up and about ; that the fellow was so holy 
that he passed all his time in prison in weeping and 
praying, and said over the whole Psalter every day, 
because his mother had taught it him — I vriab ahe had 
taught him to be an honest man — and that when his 
head was on the block he eaid all the Paternoster, as 
far as 'Lead us not into temptation,' and then off 
went bis head; whereon, his head being off, he 
finished the prayer with — ^you know best what comes 
next. Abbot)" 

"Deliver us from evil, Amen ! What a manifest 
lie ! The traitor was not permitted, it is plain, to ask 
for that which could never be granted to him : bnt his 
soul, unworthy to be delivered from evil, entered in- 
stead into evil, and howls for ever in tie pit" 

"But all the rest may be true," said one; "and yet 
that be no reason why these monks should say it" 
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"So I told them," qaoth Taillebois, "and threateaed 
them too ; for, not content with m&king him & martyr, 
they are maldiig him a saint" 

"Impious! Who can do that, save the Holy 
Father 1" said Thorold. 

" You had best get your bishop to look to them, 
then; for they are carrying blind beggars and mad 
girls by the dozen to be cured at the man's. tomb, that 
is all Their felloirs in the cell at Spalding went 
about to take a ^rl that had fita off one of my manors, 
to cure her ; but that I stopped with a good horse- 

" And rightly." 

" And gave the monks a piece of my mind ; and 
drove them clean out of their cell home to Crowland." 

What a piece of Ivo's mind on this occasion might 
be, let Ingulf describe : 

"Against our monastery and all the people of 
Crowland he was, by the instigation of the devil, raised 
to such an extreme pitch of fury, that he would follow 
their animals in the marshes with his dogs, drive them 
to a great distance down in the lakes, mutilate some 
in the tails, otJiers in the ears, while often, by break- 
ing the backs and legs of the beasts of burden, he 
rendered them utterly useless. Against oui cell also 
(at Spalding) and our In'ethren, his neighbours, the 
prior and monks, who dwelt all day within his presence, 
he raged with tyrannical and frantic fury, lamed their 
oxen and horses, daily impounded their rfieep and 
poultry; striking down, killing, and slaying their 



UigniaOb, Google 



318 HOW EAEL WAITHEOF 

awise and pgs ; while at the same time the seirants 
of the prior were oppressed in the Earl's court with in- 
aapportable ezactionH, were often assaulted in the high- 
ways with Bwords and staves, and sometimes killed." 

At this moment there was a bustle outdde. The 
door which led from the hall was thrown open, and 
then rushed in, muddy and gory, Oger the Breton. 

" Have a care for yourselves, lordlii^ ! The Wake 
is loose !" 

If the earth had opened between them, the party 
could not have started more suddenly on their feet. 

When their curses had lulled somewhat, C^r told 
his story between great gulps of wine; for he was 
nigh dead with hard riding. 

"We were in a forest, midway between Bedford 
and Buckingham, when the rascals dashed out on as 
— Gwenoch and Winter, and the rest, with that 
Ramsey monk and The Wake banner — I know not how 
many there were. We had no time to form, or even 
arm. Our helmets were hanging at our saddle-bows 
— it was aU over in a minute." 

"Cleverly done!" shouted Ivo, in spite of his 
curses ; for he honestly loved deeds of arms, for him 
or against him. "One Wake makes many." 

" And that old traitor of Herepol refused to fight 
We were past his jurisdiction, he said. Your men, 
Lord Ivo, and Sir Balph's must guard the prisoner, if 
they would." 

"He has been in league with The Wake all 
through." 
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" That has he. For when The Wake was freed and 
armed, and hewing away like a devilish dwarf as he 
is, he always bade spare Sir Robert, crying that he 
was his friend, and his saviour; and ere they parted 
the two villains shook hands lovingly, saying aloud, 
how Sir Eobert should ride post to the king, and give 
him a good report of Hereward," 

The comments which followed this statement had 
beat be omitted, as they consisted wholly of French 
oaths. 

"And how earnest thon alive hither, of all menl" 
asked the Abbot at last, 

"How! I was smitt«n down at once, having no 
swordium, as you know. But The Wake, when he 
saw me down, bade spare me. He would not slay 
me, lest the king sboold say be did it for the sake of 
my lands. I should ride to you here to Peterborou^ 
and carry this message to you all ; that whoso wanted 
. his head cut off, should come to him at Bourne." 

"He has promised to cut my head off long ago," 
said Ascelin. "Earl, knights, and gentlemen, do you 
not think it wiser that we should lay our wits together 
once and for all, and cut off bis 1" 

" But who will catch The Wake sleeping 1 " said 
Ivo, latching 

" That will I. I have my plans, and my intelli- 
gencers." 

"You your intelligencers?" 

" Nobles, there is nought suits ao much my chival- 
rous humour, as the consoling of distressed ladiea I 
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may have visited the ftur Alftruda at Bourne ; I may 
have reminded her of certain old pleasant passages 
between her and me." 

" Which may end in thy going over thy horse's 
croup, nephew ; as thon didst about another dame of 
Hereward's." 

" Uncle 1 What would a di^er of doughty deeds, 
and a doer tiiereof beside, Uke you, have me do — 
especially when we both have thirty thousand marks 
to avenge — save dare again — perhaps to winl No, 
no. I lost that Torfrida : but I am grown cunninger 
now : and Alftruda is an easier game to fly at I may 
have said to her, for instance, that she had better 
have chosen me : and been answered by gentle wait 
ings about who should protect her in her loneliness : 
I may have offered to do so myself, and been shrieked 
at with 'Out, traitor ! Wretch !' and yet have visited 
Bourne again — -in all honesty, mind you, my lords. 
And I may have talked with a pretty bower-maiden, 
and have said that thou^ Abbot Thorold be poor, 
yet he has a ring or two left, or an owch, or sudi like, 
which might be earned by service due. And so forili. 
Wait for me, my good lords all ; and I will not keep 
you waiting long." 

And so those wicked men took counsel together to 
slay Hereward. 
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HOW HEREWARD BEGAN TO GET HIS SOTJl'S PRICtt. 

And now behold Herewatd at home a^ain, fat with 
t^e wages of sin, and not knowing tiiat they are death. 

He ia once more "Dominns de Brunne cum Ma- 
risco," Lord of Bourne with the fen, " with all returns 
and libertieB and all other things adjacent to the same 
vill which are now held as a barony from the Lord 
King of England. " He has a fair young wife, and with 
her farma and manors even richer than his own. Ha 
ia still young, hearty, wise by experience, high in the 
king's favour, and deservedly so. 

Why should he not begin life again 1 

Why not? Unless it be true that the wages of ain 
are, not a new life, but death. 

And yet he had his troubles. Hardly a French 
knight or baron round but had a blood-feud against 
him, for a lrinHma.n alaio. Oger the Breton was not 
likely to forgive his wounded ann. Sir Aswart, 
Thorold the abbot's man, was not likely to forgive 
him for turning bim out of the three Manthorpe 
manors, which he had comfortably held for two years 
past, and sending him back to lounge in the abbot's 
VOL II. T >tt.w. 
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hall at PeterboFongh, without a yard of land which 
he conid call his own. Sir Ascelin waa not likely to 
foi^Te him for maiTTiiig Alftnida, whom he had in- 
tended to many himsell Ivo Tailleboia was not 
likely to forgive him for exiBting within a hmidied 
miles of Spalding, any more than the wolf would for- 
give the lamb for fouling the water below him. Be- 
side, had not he (Ivo) married Hereward'a niece t 
And what more grievous offence could Herewaid 
commit, than to be her uncle, reminding Ivo of his 
own low birth by hifl nobility, and too likely to take 
Lucia's part, whenever it should please Ivo to beat or 
kick her! Only Gilbert of Ghent, "the pious and 
illuatrioas earl," sent messages of congratulation and 
friendship to Hereward, it being his custom to sail 
with the wind, and worship the rising sun — till it 
should decline again. 

But more; hardly one of the Frenchmen round, 
but, in the conceit of their skin-deep yesterday's civili- 
sation, looked on Hereward as a bu'barian finghsh- 
man, who had his throat tattooed, and wore a short 
coat, and preferred— the chnrl— to talk English in his 
own hall, though he could talk as good French as they 
when he was with them, beside three or foor barbarian 
tongues if he had need. 

But mcffe still : if they were not likely to bestow 
tlieir love on Hereward, Hereward was not likely to 
win love from them of his own wilL He was peevish 
and wraUiful, often insolent and qnajrelsome: and 
amall blame to him. The Frendi were invaders and 
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tyrants, who had no businesB there, and would not 
have been there, if he had had hia way. And they 
and he could no more amalgamate than fire and water. 
Moreover, he waa a very great man, or had been such 
once, and he thought himself one atiU. He had been 
accustomed to command men, whole armies ; and he 
would no more treat these French as his equals, than 
they would treat him aa such. His own Bon-in-law 
Hi^h of Erermue, had to take hard words, — 
thoroughly well deserved, it may be; but all the 
more unpleasant for that reason. 

The truth was, that Hereward's heart was gnawed 
with shame and remorse ; and therefore he fancied, 
and not without reason, that all men pointed at him 
the finger of scora 

He had done a bad, base, accursed deed And he 
knew it Once in hia life — for his other sins were 
but the sins of his age — the Father of men seems (if 
the chroniclers say truth) to have put before this 
splendid barbarian good and evil, saying. Choose I 
And he knew that the evil was evil, and chose it 



Eight hundred years after, a far greater genius 
and greater general had the same choice — as far as 
human eases of conscience can be alike — ^put before 
him. And he chose as Hereward chose. 

But as with Napoleon and Josephine, 80 it was 
with Hereward and Torfrida. Neither throve after. 

It was not punished by miracle. What sin Ut 
It worked out its own punishment; that which it 
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merited, deaerred, or earned, by its own laboDr. No 
man could commit such a Bin without ahaking his 
whole character to the root Horeward tried to pei^ 
soade himself that fais vas not shaken ; that he vae 
the same Hereward as ever. But he conld not de- 
ceive himself long. His conscience was eviL He was 
discontented with all maakiod, and with himself most 
of all He tried to be good, — as good as he chose to 
be. If he had done wrong in one thing, he mi^t 
make up for it in others : but he ctmld not All his 
higher instincts fell from him one by one. He did 
not like to think of good laid noble things ; he dared 
not think of them. He felt, not at firsts bnt as the 
months rolled on, that he was a changed man : that 
God had left him. His old bad habits began to Tetam 
^ h'"' , GraduaJly he sank back more and more into 
the very vices from which Toifrida had raised him 
sixteen years before. He took to drinking agidn, to 
dull the malady of thought; he excused himself to 
himself; he wished to foiget his defeats, his disap- 
pointment, the ruin of his country, the splendid past 
which lay behind him like a dream. True : but he 
wished to forget likewise Torfrida fasting and weepii^ 
iu Crowland, He could not bear the sight of Crow- 
laod tower on the far green horizon, the sound of 
Crowland bells booming over the fiat on the south 
wind. He never rode down into the fens ; he never 
went to see his daughter at Deeping, because Crow- 
land lay that way. He went up into the old Brunes- 
wdd ; hunted all day long through the glades where 
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he and his merry men had done their doughty deeda ; 
and came home in the evening to get drank. 

Then he lost his sleep. He Bent down to Crowhind 
to Leofric the priest, that he might come to him, and 
sing him sagas of the old heroes, that he might get 
rest But Leofric sent back for anaver, that he would 
not come. 

That night Alftruda heard him by her side in the 
still hours, weeping fdlently to himseli She caressed 
him : but he gave no heed to her. 

" I believe," said she bitterly at last, " tJiat you 
love Torfrida still better than you do ma" 

And Hereward answered, like Mahomet in like 
case, "That do I, by heaven. She believed in me 
when no one else in the world did." 

And the vain hard Alftmda answered angrily ; and 
there was many a fierce quarrel between them after 
that 

With his lore of drinking, his love of boasting 
came back. Because he could do no more great deeds 
— or rather had not the spirit left in him to do more 
— he must needs, like a worn-out old man, babble of 
the great deeds which he had done j insult ajid defy 
his tTorman neighbours; often talk what might be 
easily caricatured into treason against King William 
himself. 

There were great excuses for his follies, aa there 
are for those of every beaten man : but Hereward was 
spent He had lived his life ; and had no more life 
which he could live ; for eveiy man, it would seem, 
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brii^ into Uie world with him & certain cxpiuity, a 
certain amount of vital force, in body and in soul ; 
and when tliat is used up, the nun most dnk down 
into some sort of second childhood; and end, like 
Hereward, very much where he began: unless the 
grace of God shall lift him up above ihe capacity of 
the mere flesh, into a life literally new, ever-renewing, 
ever«xpanding, and eternal 

But the grace of God had gone away from Here- 
ward, as it goes away from all men who are imfailMnl 
to their wives. 

It was very pitiable. Let no man judge him. 
Life, to most^ is very hard work. There are those 
who endure to the end, and are saved ; there are Uioee, 
again, who do not endure : upon whose souls may God 
have mercy. 

So Hereward soon became as intolerable to his 
Norman neighbours, aa they were intoleraUe to him ; 
and he had, for his own safety, to keep up at Bourne 
the same watch and ward, by day and night, as he 
had kept up in the forest 

In those days a messenger came riding post to 
Bourne. The Countess Judith wished to visit the 
tomb of her late husband, Earl Waltheof ; and asked 
hospitality on her road of Hereward and Alftruda. 

Of course she would come with a great train, and 
the trouble and expense would be great. But the 
hospitality of those days, when money was scarce, and 
wine scarcer still, was unbounded, and a matter of 
course; and Alftruda was overjoyed. No doubt, 
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Judith vas the most unpopular person in Ei^lEind at 
that moment ; called by all a traitrees and a fiend. 
But she was an old acquaintance of Alf tnida's ; she 
was the king's niece; she was immensely rich, not 
only in manom of her own, but in manors, as Domes- 
day book testifies, about Lincolnshire ajid the counties 
toond, which had belonged to her murdered husband 
— which she haitoo probably received as the price of 
her treason. So AJitnida looked to her visit a^i to an 
honour which would enable her to hold her head high 
among the proud French Dames, who despised her as 
the wife of an Englishman. 

Hereward looked on the visit in a different light 
He called Judith ugly names, not undeserved ; and 
vowed that if she entered his house by the front door 
he would go out at the back. " Torfrida prophesied," 
he said, " that she would betray her husband, and she 
has done it" 

"Torfrida prophesied t Did she prophesy that I 
should betray you likewise t " asked Alf truda, in a tone 
of bitter scorn. 

" No, you handsome fiend : will you do it 1 " 

"Yes; I am a handsome fiend, am I nott" and 
she bridled up her magnificent beauty, and stood over 
him as a snake stands over a mouse. 

" Yea ; you are handsome — beautiful ; I adore 
you." 

" And yet you will not do what I wish 1 " 

" What you wish t What would I not do for you t 
what have I not done for yout" 
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"Then receive Jadith. And now, go himtjug, 
and bring me in gama. I want deer, roe^ fowls : 
Anything and evetything, from the greatest to the 
smallest Go and bunt" 

And Hereward trembled and went 

There are flowers whose scent is so luscious that 
silly chUdren will plnnge their heads among them, 
drinking in Uieir odour, to the exclusion of all fresh 
air. On a sadden, sometinies, comes a revulsion of 
the nerves. The delicious odour changes in a 
moment to a di^usting one; and the child cannot 
bear for years after the scent which has once become 
intolerable by over«weetness. And so had it happened 
to Hereward. He did not love Alftruda now; he 
loathed, hated, dreaded her. And yet he could not 
take his eyes for a moment off her beauty. He 
watehed every movement of her hand, to press it, 
obey it He would have preferred instead of hunting 
simply to sit and watch her go about the bouse at 
her work. He was spell-bound to a thing which he 
regarded with horror. 

But be was told to go and hunt; and he went, 
with aU his men, and sent home large supplies for 
the larder. And as he bunted, the free fresh air of 
the forest comforted him, the free forest life came 
back to him, and be longed to be an outlaw once 
more, and hunt on tor ever. He would not go back 
yet, at least to face that Judith. So he sent back 
the greater part of his men with a story. He was 
ill ; he was laid up at a farm-house far away in the 
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forest, and begged the counteBS to dxcose hia absence. 
He had sent fresh supplies of game, and a goodly 
company of his men, kmgbte and houeecarles, who 
would escort her royally to Crowland. 

JndJth cared little for hia absence ; he was but an 
English barbarian. Alftruda was half glad to have 
him out of the way, leet hia now enlleii and uncertain 
temper should break ont ; and bowed herself to the 
earth before Judith, who patronised her to her heart's 
content, and offered her slily insolent condolences on 
being married to a barbarian. She herself could 
sympathise — who more J 

Alftruda might have answered with scorn that she 
was a princess, and of better £nglish blood than 
Judith's French blood ; but she had her ends to gain, 
and gained them. 

For Judith was pleased to be so delighted with 
her that she kissed her lovingly, and said with much 
emotion that she required a friend who would Eiupport 
her through her coming trial ; and who bettor than 
one who herself had suffered so much ) Would she 
accompany her to Crowland ! 

Alftruda was overjoyed, and away they went 

And to Crowland they came ; and to the tomb in 
the minster, whereof men were saying already that 
the sacred corpse within worked miracles of healing. 

And Judith, habited in widow's weeds, approached 
the tomb, and laid on it, as a peace-ofiering to the 
soul of the dead, a splendid pall of silk and gold. 

A fierce blast came howling off the fen, screeched 
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throo^ the miaster towen, swept along the dark 
aisles ; and then, bo say the chriHiiclers, caught tip the 
paU from off the tomb, and hmled it Ur away into a 

" A miracle !" cried ail the monkB at once ; and 
honestlf enough, like trne Kngliahmrai as they weF& 

"The Holy Saint refnaes tJie gift, Goonteas," said 
old Ulfketyl, in a voice (A awe. 

Jadith covered her face with her hands, tnmed 
away tTembling, and walked out; while all looked 
apon her as a thing accursed 

Of hcT sabeequent life, her folly, her wantonness, 
her di^race, her poverty, her wanderings, her wretched 
death, let otheiB tell 

But these Konnans believed that the curse of 
Heaven was upon her from that day. And the best 
of them, believed likewise that Waltheofs murder 
was the reason that William, her uncle, prospered no 
more in life. 

" Ah, eaacy sir," said Alftfuda to Ulfketyl, as ahe 
went out "There is one waiting ?t Peterboroi^h 
now who will teadi thee manners; Ingulf of Fontenelle, 
abbot in thy room." 

"Does Hereward know thatT" asked UUketyl, 
looking keenly at her. 

"What is that to theeT" said she, fiercely; and 
flung out of the minster. But Hereward did not 
know. There were many things abroad, of which she 
told him nothing. 

They went back, and were landed at Deeping town. 
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and making their way along the King Street to Bourna 
Theteon a man met tbem nmnlng. They had best 
Btay where they were. The Frenchmen were out, and 
there was fighting up in Bourne. 

Alftruda's kn^hts wanted to push on, to see aftet 
the Bourne folk ; Judith's knights wanted to push on 
to help the French : and the two parties were ready 
to fight each other. There was a great tumult. The 
ladies had much ado to still it 

Alftruda said that it might be but a countryman's 
mmour ; that^ at least, it was shame to quarrel with 
their guests. At last it was agreed that two knights 
should gallop on into Bourne, and bring back news. 

But thoae knights never came back. So the whole 
body moved on Bourne, and there they found out the 
news for themselves. 

Hereward had gone home as soon as they had de- 
parted, and sat down to eat and drink. His manner 
was sad and stranga He drank much at the midday 
meal, and then lay down to aleep, aettii^ guards as 
usnaL 

After awhile he leapt up with a shriek and shudder. 

They ran to him, asking whether he was UL 

"mi No. Yes. lU at heart I have had a 
dream — an ugly dream. I thought that all the men 
I ever slew on earth, cama to me with their wounds all 
gaping, and cried at me, ' Our luck then, thy luck now.' 
Chaplain! Is there not a verse somewhere — Uncle 
Brand said it to me on his deathbed — ' Whoso sheddeth 
man's blood, by man shall his blood be shed'1" 
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" Sorely the master is fey," whispered Gvenoch in 
fear to the duq>LuiL " Ausver him oat of Scripture." 

" Text t None rach th^ I know o^" quoth Priest 
Ailwsrd, a graceless fellow, who had taken Leofric's 
place; " If that were the kw, it would he hut few 
honest men that would die in thdr hed& Let as 
drink, and drive giri^ fandeB out of our heads." 

So they drank again; and Herewsrd feU asleep 
once more. 

"It is thy torn to watch, priest^" said Winter to 
Ailward. " So keep the door well, for I am wtaa out 
with bunting," and so fell asleep 

Ailward shuffled into hie harness, and went to the 
door. The wine was heady ; tJie son was hot. In a 
few minutes he was asleep likewise^ 

Hereward slept, who cim tell how long I Bat at 
last there was a bustle, a heavy fall ; and waking with 
a start, he sprang up. He saw Ailirard lying dead 
across the door, and above him a crowd of fierce faces, 
Bcone <rf which he knew too welL He saw Ivo TaUle- 
bois; he saw Oger; he saw his fellow-Breton, Sir 
Raonl de Dol ; he saw Sir Aacelin ; he saw Sir Aswart, 
Thoiold'a man ; he saw Sir Hugh of Evermue, his own 
son-in-law ; and with them he saw, or seemed to see, 
the Ogre of Cornwall, and Feaigns of Ivark, and Dirk 
Hammerhand of Walcheren, and many another old 
foe long uudergroimd ; and in his ear rai^ the text — 
" Whoso sheddeth man's blood, by man shall his blood 
be shed. " And Hereward knew that his end was come. 

There was no time to put on majl or helmet He 
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saw sword and shield hang on a perch, and tore them 
down As he girded the sword on, Winter sprang to 
his side. 

" I have three lances — two for me and one for you, 
and we can hold the door agiunst twenty." 

"Till they fire Uie house over our heads. Shall 
Hereward die like a wolf in a cavel Forward, all 
The Wake men! A Wake I A Wake!" 

And he rushed out upon his fate. No man followed 
him, save Winter. The rest, dispersed, unarmed, 
were r unnin g hither and thither helplessly. 

"Brotibera in arms, and brothera in Valhallal" 
shouted Winter as he rushed after him. 

A knight was running to and fro in the Court, 
shouting Hereward's name. " Where is the villain ! 
Wake ! We have caught thee asleep at last." 

"I am out," quoth Hereward, as the man almost 
stumbled t^funst him ; " and this is ia" 

And throi^h shield, and hauberk, and body, as 
says Gaimar, went Hereward's javelin, while all drew 
back, confounded for the moment at that mighty 
stroke. 

"Felons !" shouted Heroward, "your king has g^ven 
me his truce ; and do you dare break my house, and 
kill my folk ) Is that your French law 1 And is this 
your French honour t— To take a man unawares over 
his meat 1 Come on, traitors all, and get what you 
can of a naked man j^ you wilt buy it dear — Guard 
my back. Winter !" 

' ij. without uiDOiu'. 
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And he ran right at the press of knights ; and the 
fi^t began. 

" He gored them like a irood wild boar, 
Ab long as {bat knee miglit endnre, " 
Saye Gaimar. 

' And wlien tbat lance did break in lumd. 
Foil fell enoogh be amote with bnmd." 

And as he hewed on ulently, iritb grinding teeth, 
and hard, glitteting eyes, of vhom did he tJiinkt 
Of AUtnidat 

Not Ba But of that pale ghost, with great black 
hollow eyes, who sat in Crowland, with thin bare feet, 
and sackcloth on her tender limbs, watching, praying, 
longing, loving, nncompluning. That ghost had been 
for many a month the background of all his thoughts 
and dreams. It was so clear before his mind's eye 
now, that unawares to himself , he shouted " Torfrida ! " 
as be struck, and struck the harder at the sonnd of 
his old battle-cry. 

And now he is all wounded and be-bled ; and 
Winter, who has fought back to back with bim, has 
fallen on his face ; and Hereward stands alone, turn- 
ing from side to side, as he sweeps his sword right 
and left till the forest rings with the blows, but 
staggering as he turns. Within a rii^ of eleven 
corpses he stands. Who will go in and make the 
twelfth) 

A knight rushes in, to fall headlong down, cloven 
through the helm : but Hereward's blade snaps short, 
and he hurls it away as his foes rush in with a shout 
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of joy. He tears his shield from Ha left arm, and 
with it, says Gaimar, brains two more. 

But the end is come. Taillebois and Evermue are 
belimd him now ; fom- lances are throagh his back, 
and bear >ti»ii down npon his knees. 

"Cut oflf his head, Breton!" shouted Iva Baoul 
de Dol rushed forward, sword in hand. At that cry 
Hereward lifted up his dying head. One stroke more 
ere it was all done for ever. 

And with a shout of " Toifrida !" which made the 
Bnmeswald ring, he hurled the shield full in the 
Breton's face, and fell forward dead. 

The knights drew their lances from that terrible 
corpse slowly and with caution, as men who have 
felled a bear, and yet dare not step within reach of 
the seemingly lifeless paw. 

"The dog died hard," said Ivo. "Lucky for us 
that Sir Aacelin had news of his knights being gone 
to Crowland. If he had had them to back him, we 
bad not done this deed to-day." 

"I must keep my word with him," said Ascebn, as 
he struck off the once fair and golden head. 

" Ho, Breton," cried Ivo, " the vUlain is dead. Get 
up, man, and see for yonisell What ails him 1" 

But when they lifted up Eaoul de Dol his brains 
were mnnii^ down his face; and all men stood 
astonished at that last mighty stroke. 

"That blow," said Ascelin, "will be sung hereafter 
by minstrel and maiden as the last blow of the last 
En^idmma Knights, we have sltun a better knight 
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than oiirselTe& If there had been three more such 
men in this reahn, they would have driven ub and 
Kmg WiUiam hack again into the aea." 

So said Ascelin ; thoae worda of bis, too, were song 
by many a jonglenr, Norman as well as English, in 
the times that were to come. 

" likely enough:" said Ito; " but that is the more 
reason why we should set that head of bis up over the 
hall-door, as a warning to these English churls that 
their last man is dead, and their last stake thrown 
and lost" 

So perished " The last of the EnglisL" 

It vaa the third day. The French were drinking 
in the hall of Bonme, advising Ascelin, with coarse 
jests, to lose no time in espousing the fair Alftruda, 
who sat weeping within over the headless corpse; 
when in the afternoon a servant cune in, and told 
them how a baige foil of monks had come to the 
shore, and that they seemed to be monks from Crow- 
land. Ivo Taillebois bade drive them back ^Eun into 
the barge with whips. But Hugh of Evennue spoke 
up. 

" I am lord and master in Bourne this day ; and if 
Ivo have a quarrel against St. Quthlac, I have nona 
This Ingulf of Fontenelle, the new abbot who has 
come thither since old Ulfketyl was sent to prison, is 
a loyal man, and a friend of King William's ; and my 
friend he diall be till he behaves himself as my foe. 
Let them come np in peace." 

Taillebois growled and cursed: but the monks 
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came up, and into the hall ; and at their head Ingulf 
himself, to rec^ve whom all men rose, aave Tailleboia. 

"I come," said Ingulf, in moat courtly French, 
"noble knights, to ask a boon in the name of the 
Most Merciful, on behalf of a noble and unhappy 
lady. Let it he enough to hare avenged youreelF on 
the hvlng. Gentlemen and Christians war not against 
the dead." 

"No, no. Master Abbot!" shouted Taillebois; 
"Waltheof ia enough to keep Crowland in miracles 
for the present. You shall not make a martyr of 
another Saxon churl He wants the barbarian's body, 
knights, and you will be fools if you let him have it" 

" Churl 1 Barbarian 1" eaid a haughty voice ; and 
a nun stepped forward who had stood jnst behind 
Ingult She was clothed entirely in black. Her bare 
feet were bleeding from the stones : her hand, ae she 
lifted it, was as thin as a skeleton's. 

She threw back her veil, and showed to the knights 
what had been once the famous beauty of Torfiida. 

But the beauty was long passed away. Her hair 
was white as snow ; her cheeks were fallen in. Her 
hawk-like features were all sharp uid hard. Only in 
their hollow sockets burned stjll the great black eyes, 
so fiercely that all men turned uneasily from her gaze. 

"Ghurll Barbarian t" she said slowly and quietly, 
but with an intensity which was more terrible ih&a 
rage. "Who gives such names to one who was as 
much better bom and better bred than they who now 
sit here, as he was braver and more terrible than they 1 
VOL. IL Z ». T. T. 
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The base woodcutter's aon t — ^llie upstart irho woaM 
tiAve been honoured had he taken service as yon dead 
man's groom ! " 

" Talk to me so, and mj stimip leathers shall make 
acqnamtance with your sides," said Taillebois. 

"Keep tihem for your wifa Churlt Barbariant 
There is not a man witMn tbis hall who is not a bar- 
barian compared with him. Which of you touched 
the harp like himt Which of you, like him, could 
more all hearts with aong 1 Which of you knows all 
tongues from Lapland to Provence t Which of you 
has been the joy of ladies' bowers, the counsellor of 
earls and heroes, the rival of a mighty king t Which 
of you will compare yourself with him — whom you 
dared not even strike, you and your robber crew, fairly 
in front, but skulked round him till he fell pecked to 
death by you, aa Lapland Skratlings peck to death 
the bear t Ten years i^ he swept this hall of such 
as you, and hung their heads npon yon gable ontfiide ; 
and were he alive but one five minutes, this ball would 
be right cleanly swept again ! Give me his body — or 
bear for ever the name of cowMds, and Torfrida'a 
curse," 

She fixed her terrible eyes first on one, and then 
on another, calling them by nama 

" Ivo TaiUobois — basest of all " 

" Take the witch's accursed eyes off me !" and he 
covered his face with Ins hant^ "I shall be over- 
looked — planeb«trucL Hew the witch down ! Take 
her away!" 
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"Hugh of Evemme — Ilie dead man's daughter is 
yours, and the dead man's lands. Are not these re- 
membrancea enough of him f Are you so fond of his 
memory that you need his corpse likewise)" 

"Give it her! Give it herl" said he, hanging 
down his head like a rated cur. 

" Ascelin of Lincoln, once Ascelin of Ghent — There 
was a time when you would have done — what would 
you not) — ^for one glance of Torfrida's eyes. — Stay. 
Do not deceive yourself, fair sir. Torfrida means to 
ask no favour of you, or of living num. But she com- 
mands yoa Do the thing she bids, or with one glance 
of her eye she sends you childless to your grave." 

" Madam ! Lady Torfrida ! What is there I would 
not do for you t What have I done now, save avenge 
your great wrong)" 

Torfrida made no answer : but fixed steadily on 
him eyes which widened every momenl 

" But, madam " — and he turned shrinking from the 
fancied spell — "what would you have) The — the 
corpse ! It is in the keeping of — of another lady." 

" So 1" said Torfrida, quietly. " Leave her to me ;" 
and she swept past them all, and flnng open the bower 
door at their backs, discovering A]f truda sitting by the 
dead. 

The rufBans were so utterly appalled, not only by 
the false powers of magic, but by t^e veritable powers 
of majesty and eloquence, that they let her do what 
she would. 

" Out ! " cried she, using a short and terrible epithet 
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"Oat, Btren, with fairy's face and tail of fiend, and 
leave the hnaband witih his wife !" 

AUtruda looted up, shrieked ; and then, with the 
sudden passion of a weak nature, drew a little knife, 
and sprang np. 

Ivo made a coarse jest The Ahbot sprang in: 
" For the sake of all holy things, let there be no more 
murder here !" 

Torfrida smiled, and fixed her snake's eye upon 
her wretched rivaL 

"Out! woman, and choose thee a new husband 
among these French gallants, ere I blast thee from 
head to foot with the leprosy of N'aaman the Syrian." 

Alftruda shuddered, and fled shrieking into an 
inner roonL 

"Now, knights, give me — that which hangs out- 
side." 

Ascelin hurried ont^ glad to escape. In a minute 
he returned. 

The head was already taken down. A tall lay 
brother, the moment he had seen it, had climbed the 
gable, snatehed it away, and now sat in a comer of 
the yard, holding it on his knees, talking to it, chidii^ 
it, as if it had been alive. When men had offered to 
take it, he had drawn a battle-axe from under his frock, 
uid threatened to brain all comers. And the monks 
had warned off Ascelin, saying that the man was mad, 
and had Berserk fits of superhuman strength and rage. 

"He wiU ^ve it me," said Torfrida, and went out 

"Look at that gable, foolish head," said the mad- 
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man. " Ten years agone, you and I took down from 
ttence another head. Oh, foolish head, to get your- 
self at last up into that same place I Why vould you 
not be ruled by her, you foohsh golden headt" 
"Martin !" said Torfrida. 

" Take it and comb it, mistress, as you used to da 
Comb out the golden locks again, fit to shiue across 
the battlefield. She has let them all get tangled into 
elf 'knots, that lazy slut within." 

Torfrida took it &om his hands, dry-eyed, and 
went in. 

Then the monks silently took up the bier, aud all 
went forth, and down the Roman road toward the 
fen. They laid the corpse within the barge, and 
slowly rowed away. 

" And past tlie Deeping, down the Wolland etream, 
By winding reaches on, and shiuinf; meres 
Between giey rced-rcnda and green alder-beds. 
And the brown horror of the honiElesB fen, 
A dirge of monks and wail of women rose 
In vitiQ to Heaven for the last Engliahomn ; 
Then died far off within the boundleas mist, 
And left the Frenchman master of the land," 

So Torfrida took the corpse home to Crowland, 
and buried it in the choir, near the blessed martyr 
St. Waltheof ; after which she did not die, but lived 
oh many years,' spending all day in nursii^ and 
feeding the Countess Godiva, and lying all night on 
Hereward's tomb, and prayii^ that he might lind 
grace and mercy in that day. 

' If Ingnlf can be trusted, Torfrida died aboat A.S. 10S6. 
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And at last Godiva died ; and they took her avay, 
and buried her with great pomp in her own minster- 
chnrch of Corentiy. 

And ' after that Torfrida died likewise ; because 
alie had nothing elae for which to live. And they 
laid her in Hereward's grave, and their dust is mingled 
to this day. 

And C^er the Breton got back Morear'a lands, and 
held them at least till the time of Domesday Book. 
But Manthorpe, Toft, and Witham, Aswart, Thorold's 
man, got back ; and they were held for several cen- 
tories by the Abbey of Peterborough, seemingly as 
some set off for Abbot Thorold's thirty thousand 
marks. 

And Ito Tullebois did evil mightily all his days ; 
and how he died, and what befell him after death, let 
Peter of Blois declare. 

And Leofric the priest lived on to a good old age, 
and above all things he remembered the deeds and 
the sins of his master ; and wrote them ia a book, 
and this is what remains thereof. 

But when Martin Lightf oot died no man has said ; 
for no man in those days took account of such poor 
churls and running serving-men. 

And Hereward's comrades were all scattered abroad, 
some maimed, some blinded, some with tongues cut 
out, to beg by the wayside, or crawl into convents, 
and then die ; while their sisters and daughters, ladies 
bom and bred, were the slaves of grooma and scullions 
from beyond the sea. 
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And so, as sang Thorkel Skallason — 
' ' Cold heart and bloody hand ' 
Now mle Engliah land." 

And after that things ^raxed even worse and 
worse, for sixty years and more; all through the 
reigns of the two Williams, and of Henry Beanclerc, 
and of Stephen ; tiU men saw Tiaions and portents, 
and l^ought that the foul fiend was broken loose on 
eartL And they whispered of tener and oftener that 
the soul of Hereward haunted the Bnmeswald, where 
he loved to hunt the dun deer and the roe. And 
in the Bnineswald, when Henry of Foitou was made 
abbot,^ men saw — "let no man think lightly of the 
marvel which we are abont to relate as a tmth, for 
it was well known all over the country — upon the 
Sunday, when men sing, 'Exsnrge quare, Domine,' 
many hunters hunting, black, and tall, and loathly, 
and their hounds were black and ugly with wide eyes, 
and they rode on black horses and black bucks. And 
they saw them in the very deer-park in the town of 
Peterborough, and in all the woods to Stamford j and 
the monks heard the blasts of the horns which they 
blew in the nig^t Men of truth kept watch upon 
them, and said that there might be woU about twenty 
or thirty hom-hlowers. This was seen and heard all 
that Lent until Easter." And the French monks of 
Peterborough said how it was The Wake, doomed to 
wake for ever with Apollyon and all his crew, because 

' Laing's HeimBkringla. 
^ Anglo-Saxon Cbronicle, A.D. 1127. 
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he had stolen the riches of the Golden Borongh : hut 
the poor folk knew better, and said, That the loighty 
ontlaw was rejoicing in the chase, blowing his horn for 
Englishmen to rise against the French ; and therefore 
it was that he was seen first on "Arise Lord" 



But they were so sore trodden down that they 
could never risej for "the French^ had filled the 
land fnll of castles. They greatly oppressed the 
wretched people by mn.lritig them wca-k &t these 
castles; and when the castles were finished, they 
filled them with devils and erO men. They took those 
whom they suspected of having any goods, both men 
and women, and they put them in prison for their 
gold and sOver, and tortured them with pains un- 
speakable, for never were any martyrs tormented as 
these were. They hung some by their feet, and 
smoked them with foul smoke ; some by the thumbs 
or by the head, and put burning things on their feet. 
They put a knotted string round their heads, and 
twisted it till it went into the brain. They put them 
in dungeons wherein were adders, and snakes, and 
toads, and thus wore them out Some they put into 
a crucet-house — that is, into a chest that was short 
and narrow, and they put sharp stones therein, and 
cruEhed the man so that they broke all his bones. 
There were hateful and grim things called Sa«hentoges 
in many of the castles, which two or three men had 
enough to do to cany. This Sachent^e was made 
' Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, A.n. 1137. 
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thus 1 — It was fastened to a beam, baTiog a sharp 
iron to go round a man's throat and neck, ao that he 
m^t no ways sit^ nor lie, nor sleep, but he must hear 
all the iron. Many thousande they wore out with 
hunger. . . . They were continually levying a tax 
from the towns, which they called Truaerie, and when 
the wretched townsfolk had no more to give, then 
burnt they all the towns, so that well m^hteet thon 
walk a whole day's journey or ever thou shouldest 
see a man settled in a town, or its lands tilled . . . 

" Then waa com dear, and flesh, and cheese, and 
butter, for there was none in the land. Wretched 
men starved with hunger. Some lived on alms who 
had been once rich. Some fled the country. Never 
was there more misery, and never heaUiens acted worse 
than these." 

For now the sons of the Church's darlings, of the 
Crusaders whom the Pope had sent, beneath a gon- 
fanon blessed by him, to destroy the hbertiea of 
England, turned, by a just retribution, upon that very 
French clergy who had abetted all their iniquities in 
the name of Eome. "They spared neither church 
nor churchyard, but took all that was valuable therein, 
and then burned the church and all tt^ether. Neither 
did they spare the lands of bishops, nor of abbota, nor 
of priests : but they robbed the monks and clergy, and 
eveiy man plundered his neighbour as much as he 
coidd. If two or three men came riding to a town, 
all the townsfolk fled before them, and thought that 
they were robbers. The bishops and clergy were for 
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ever cujaing Uiem : but this to them waa nothing, for 
they were all accursed and forawom and reprobate. 
The earth bare no com: you might as well have 
tilled the Bea; for all the land was ruined by such 
deeds, and it was said openly that Ghiist and His 
saints slept." 

And so was avenged the blood of Harold and his 
brotb^^ of Edwin and Morcar, of Waltheof and 
Hereward. 

And those who had the spirit of Hereward in them, 
fled to the merry greenwood, and became bold out^ 
laws, witih Botnn Hood, Scarlet, and John, Adam 
Bell, and CIjw of the Clengh, and William of Gloudes- 
lee ; and watched with sullen joy the French robbers 
tearing in pieces each other, and the Church who had 
blest their crime. 

And they talked and mag of The Wake, and all 
bis doughty deeds, over the hearth in lone farm-houses, 
or in the outlaw's lodge beneath the hollina green ; 
and all the burden of their song was, "Ah that The 
Wake were alive again I" for they knew not that The 
Wake was alive for evermore : that only his husk and 
shell lay mouldering there in Crowland choir ; that 
above them, and around them, and in them, destined 
to raise them out of that bitter bondage, and mould 
tiiem into a great nation, and the parents of still 
greater nations in lands as yet unknown, brooded the 
immortal spirit of The Wake, now paired from all 
earthly dross — even the spirit of Freedom, which can 
never die. 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

HOW DEEPING FEN WAS DRAINED. 

But war and disorder, luia aod death, cannot last for 
ever. They are by their own nature exceptional and 
Buicidal, and spend themselves with what they feed 
on. And then the trae laws of God's universe, peace 
and order, naefuhieBs and life, will reassert themselves, 
as they have been waiting all aloi^ to do, hid in God's 
presence from the strife of men. 

And even ao it was with Bourne. 

Nearly eighty years after, in the year of grftce, 
1155, there might have been seen sitting, side by side, 
and hand in hand, upon a smmy bench on the Branes- 
wald slope, in the low December sun, an old kiti^t 
and an old lady, the master and mistress of Bourne. 

Much had changed since Herevard's days. The 
house below had been raised a whole story. There 
were fresh herbs and flowers in the garden, unknown 
at the time of the Conquest But the great change 
was in the fen, especially away toward Deeping, on 
the south-eastern horizon. 

Where had been lonely meres, foul watercourses, 
stagnant slime, there were now great dykes, rich and 
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fair cMjrn and grasa lands, rows of Trhite cottages. 
The newly-drained land swanned with stocks of new 
breeds : horses and aheep from FliuideTS, cattle from 
Normandy ; for Richard de Eulos was the first — as 
far as history tells — of that noble class of agricultural 
squires, who are England's blessing and England's 
prid& 

"For this Eichard de Eulos," says Ingulf, or who- 
ever wrote in his name, "who had married the 
daughter and heiress of Hugh of Evenuue, Lord of 
Bonme and Deeping, being a man of agricultural 
pursuits, got permiasion from the monks of Crowland, 
for twenty marks of silver, to enclose as much as he 
would of the common marshes: So he shut out the 
Welland by a strong embankment, and building 
thereon numerous tenements and cottages, till in a 
short time he formed a large ' vill,' marked out gardens 
and cultivated fields ; while, by shutting out the river, 
he found in the meadow land, which had been lately 
deep lakes and impassable marshes {wherefore the 
place was called Deeping, the deep meadow), most 
fertUe fields and desirable lands, and out of sloughs 
and bogs accursed made quite a garden of pleasaunce." 

So there the good man, the beginner of the good 
work of centuries, sat looking out over the fen, and 
listening to the music which came on the southern 
breeze, above the low of the kine, and the clang of the 
wild-fowl setthng down to rest, from the bells of 
Crowland minster far away. 

They were not the same bells which tolled for 
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Hereward and Torfrida. Those had nm down in 
molten streams upon that fatal night when Abbot 
Ingolf leapt out of bed to see the vast wooden 
sanctuary wrapt in one sheet of roaring flame, from 
the catelesBuesB of a plumber who had raked the ashes 
over bis fire in the bell-tower, and left it to smoulder 
through the nights 

Then perished all the riches of Crowland; its 
library too, of more than seven hundred volumes, 
with that famous Nadir, or Orrery, the like whereof 
was not in all England, wherein the seven planets 
were represented, each in their proper met^ And 
even worse, all the charters of the monastery perished, 
a loss which involved the monks thereof in centuries 
of lawsuits, and compelled them to become as indns- 
trious and skilful forgers of docomenta as were to be 
found in the minsters of the middle age. 

But Crowland Minster had been rebuilt in greater 
glory than ever, by the help of the French gentry 
round. Abbot Ingulf, finding that Si Guthlac's plain 
inability to take care of himself had discredited him 
much in the fen-men's eyes, fell back, Frenchman as 
he was, on the virtues of the holy martyr, St Wal- 
theof, whose tomb he opened with due reverence, and 
found the body as whole and uncorrupted as on the 
day on which it was buried ; and the bead united to 
the body, while a fine crimson line around the nock 
was the only sign remaining of his decollation. 

On seeing which Ingulf " could not contain himself 
for joy; and interrupting the response which the 
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brethren were eii^iiDg, with a lond voice began the 
hymn 'Te Deom Laudamus,' on which the channter, 
taking it up, enjoined the rest of the bretjiren to sing 
it" Aft«r -which Ingulf — who had never seen Wal- 
theof in life — diBcovered that it waa none other than 
he whom he had seen in a vision at Fontenelle, as an 
earl most goi^ously arrayed, with a tore of gold 
about his neck, and with him an abbot, two bi^ops, 
and two saints, the three former being Usfiaa, 
Ansbert, and Wandredgil of Fontenelle ; and the two 
saints of course St Cruthlac and St Neot 

Whereon, crawling on his hands and knees, he 
kissed the face of the holy martyr, and "perceived 
such a sweet odour proceedii^ from the holy body, as 
he never remembered to have smelt, either in the 
palace of the kii^, or in Syria with all its artHnatic 

Quid plura 1 What more was needed for a convent 
of bumt-out monks ) St Waltheof was translat«d in 
state to the side of St Guthlac; and the news of 
this translation of the holy martyr being spread 
throughout the country, multitudes of the faithful 
flocked daily to the tomb, and offering up their vows 
there, tended in a great d^pree to "resuscitate our 



Bat mare. The virtues of St Waltheof were too 
great not to turn themselves, or be turned, to some 
practical use. So if not in the days (A Ingulf, at least 
in those of Abbot Joffirid who came after him, St 
Waltheof began again, says Peter of Biois, to work 
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wonderful deeds. "The blind received their eight, 
the deaf their hearing, the lame their power of walk- 
ing, and the dumb their power of speech ; while each 
day troops innumerable of other sick persons were 
arriving by every road, ae to the very fountain of 
their safety . . . and by the offerii^ of the pilgrims 
who came flocking in from every part, the revenues 
of the monastery were increased in no email degree." 

Only one wicked Norman monk of St Albans, 
Audwin by name, dared to dispute the sanctity of the 
martyr, calling him a wicked traitor who had met 
with his deserts. In viun did Abbot Joffrid, himself 
a Norman from St. Gvronlt, expostulate with the 
inconvenient blasphemer. He laonched out into in- 
vective beyond measure ; till on the spot, in presence 
of the said father, he was seized with such a stomach- 
ache, that he went home to St Albans, and died in a 
few days ; after which tH went well with Orowland, 
and the French monks, who worked the English 
martyr to get money out of the English whom they 
had enslaved. 

A^d yet so strangely mingled for good and evil are 
the works of men — that lying brolierhood of Crow- 
land set up, in those very days, for pure love of learn- 
ing and of teaching learning, a httle school of letters 
in a poor town hard by ; which became, nnder their 
auspices, the University of Cambridge. 

So the bells of Crowland were restored more melo- 
dious than ever ; and Kicbard of Eulos doubtless had 
his share in their restoration. And that day they 
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were ringmg with a will and for a good reason j for 
that day had come the news, that Hemy Plantagenet 
was crowned ting of England. 

" 'Lord,'" said the good old knight, " 'now lefctest 
tiion thy servant depart in peace.' This day, at last, 
he sees an English king head the English people." 

"God grant," said the old lady, "that he may be 
snch a lord to England, aa thou hast been to Boome." 

" If he will be — and better far will he be, by God's 
grace, from what I hear of Ihtti, tJiaa ever I have been 
— he must learn that which I leamt from thee; to 
nnderstand these English men, and know what stout 
and trusty pmdhommss they are all, down to the 
meanest serf, when once one can homour their sturdy 
independent tempera" 

"And he must learn, too, the less(xi which thou 
didst teach me, when I would have had thee, in the 
pride of youth, put on the magic annoor of my 
ancestors, and win me fame in every tournament and 
battle-field. Blessed be the day when Richard of 
Bolos said to me, "If others dare to be men of war, 
I dare more ; for I dare to be a man of peace. Have 
patience with me, and I wiU win for thee and for 
myself a renown more lasting, before God and man, 
than ever was won with lance!' Do you remember 
those words, Bichard minel" 

The old man leant his head upon his handa " It 
may be that not those words, but the deeds which 
God has caused to follow them, may, by Christ's 
merits, bring us a short puigatory and a long heaven." 
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"Amen. Only whatever grief we may endore in 
the next life for our dim, may we endure it as we 
have the griefs of this life, hand in hand." 

" Amen, Torfrida. There is one thing more to do 
before we die. The tomb in Crowland ; — Ever since 
the fiie blackened it, it has seemed to me too poor 
and mean to cover the duat which once held two such 
noble eouls. Let us send over to Normandy for fair 
white Btone of Caen, and let us carve a tomb worthy 
of thy graodparenta" 

" And what shall we write thereon !" 

"What but that which is there ahreadyt 'Here 
liee the last of the English.'" 

"Not sa Wewill write — 'Here lies the last of 
the old English.' But upon thy tomb, when thy time 
comes, the monks of Crowland shall write — 

" ' Here lies the first of the new English ; who, by 
the inspiration of God, began to drain ^e Fens.'" 
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